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CHAPTER  XLII. 

The  next  day — the  important  Tuesday  of  the 
lecture  on  Matter ;  the  delightful  Tuesday  of 
Teresa's  arrival  —  brought  with  it  special 
demands  on  Carmina's  pen. 

Her  first  letter  was  addressed  to  Frances. 
It  was  frankly  and  earnestly  written  ;  entreat- 
ing Miss  Minerva  to  appoint  a  place  at  which 
they  might  meet,  and  assuring  her,  in  the  most 
affectionate  terms,  that  she  was  still  loved, 
trusted,  and  admired  by  her  faithful  friend. 
Helped  by  her  steadier  flow  of  spirits,  Carmina 
could  now  see  all  that  was  worthiest  of  sym- 
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pathy  and  admiration,  all  that  claimed  loving 
submission  and  allowance  from  herself,  in  the 
sacrifice  to  which  Miss  Minerva  had  submitted. 
How  bravely  the  poor  governess  had  controlled 
the  jealous  misery  that  tortured  her!  How 
nobly  she  had  renounced  Carmina's  friendship 
for  Carmina's  sake ! 

Later  in  the  day,  Marceline  took  the  letter 
to  the  flower  shop,  and  placed  it  herself  under 
the  cord  of  one  of  the  boxes — still  waiting  to 
be  claimed. 

The  second  letter  filled  many  pages,  and 
occupied  the  remainder  of  the  morning. 

With  the  utmost  delicacy,  but  with  perfect 
truthfulness  at  the  same  time,  Carmina  revealed 
to  her  betrothed  husband  the  serious  reasons 
which  had  forced  her  to  withdraw  herself  from 
his  mother's  care.  Bound  to  speak  at  last  in 
her  own  defence,  she  felt  that  concealments 
and  compromises  would  be  alike  unworthy  of 
Ovid  and  of  herself.     What  she  had  already 
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written  to  Teresa,  she  now  wrote  again — with 
but  one  modification.  She  expressed  herself 
forbearingly  towards  Ovid's  mother.  The 
closing  words  of  the  letter  were  worthy  of 
Carmina's  gentle,  just,  and  generous  nature. 

'  You  will  perhaps  say,  Why  do  I  only  hear 
now  of  all  that  you  have  suffered  ?  My  love, 
I  have  longed  to  tell  you  of  it !  I  have  even 
taken  up  my  pen  to  begin.  But  I  thought  of 
you,  and  put  it  down  again.  How  selfish,  how 
cruel,  to  hinder  your  recovery  by  causing  you 
sorrow  and  suspense — to  bring  you  back 
perhaps  to  England  before  your  health  was 
restored  !  I  don't  regret  the  effort  that  it  has 
cost  me  to  keep  silence.  My  only  sorrow  in 
writing  to  you  is,  that  I  must  speak  of  your 
mother  in  terms  which  may  lower  her  in  her 
son's  estimation.' 

Joseph  brought  the  luncheon  up  to  Car- 
mina's room. 

The  mistress  was  still  at  her  studies ;  the 
b  2 
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master  had  gone  to  his  club.  As  for  the  girls, 
their  only  teacher  for  the  present  was  the 
teacher  of  music.  When  the  ordeal  of  the 
lecture  and  the  discussion  had  been  passed, 
Mrs.  Gallilee  threatened  to  take  Miss  Minerva's 
place  herself,  until  a  new  governess  could  be 
found.  For  once,  Maria  and  Zo  showed  a 
sisterly  similarity  in  their  feelings.  It  was 
hard  to  say  which  of  the  two  looked  forward 
to  her  learned  mother's  instruction  with  the 
greatest  terror. 

Carmina  heard  the  pupils  at  the  piano, 
while  she  was  eating  her  luncheon.  The  pro- 
fanation of  music  ceased,  when  she  went  into 
the  bedroom  to  get  ready  for  her  daily  drive. 

She  took  her  letter,  duly  closed  and  stamped, 
downstairs  with  her — to  be  sent  to  the  post 
with  the  other  letters  of  the  day,  placed  in  the 
hall-basket.  In  the  weakened  state  of  her 
nerves,  the  effort  that  she  had  made  in  writing 
to  Ovid  had  shaken  her.     Her  heart  beat  un- 
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easily ;  her  knees  trembled,  as  she  descended 
the  stairs. 

Arrived  in  sight  of  the  hall,  she  discovered 
a  man  walking  slowly  to  and  fro.  He  turned 
towards  her  as  she  advanced,  and  disclosed  the 
detestable  face  of  Mr.  Le  Frank. 

The  music-master's  last  reserves  of  patience 
had  come  to  an  end.  Watch  for  them  as  he 
might,  no  opportunities  had  presented  them- 
selves of  renewing  his  investigation  in  Car- 
mina's  room.  In  the  interval  that  had  passed, 
his  hungry  suspicion  of  her  had  been  left  to 
feed  on  itself.  The  motives  for  that  incompre- 
hensible attempt  to  make  a  friend  of  him 
remained  hidden  in  as  thick  a  darkness  as  ever. 
Victim  of  adverse  circumstances,  he  had  deter- 
mined (with  the  greatest  reluctance)  to  take 
the  straightforward  course.  Instead  of  secretly 
getting  his  information  from  Carmina's  journals 
and  letters,  he  was  now  reduced  to  openly 
applying  for  enlightenment  to  Carmina  herself. 
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Occupying,  for  the  time  being,  the  position 
of  an  honourable  man,  he  presented  himself  at 
cruel  disadvantage.  He  was  not  master  of  his 
own  glorious  voice  ;  he  was  without  the  self- 
possession  indispensable  to  the  perfect  perform- 
ance of  his  magnificent  bow.  '  I  have  waited 
to  have  a  word  with  you,'  he  began  abruptly, 
'  before  you  go  out  for  your  drive.' 

Already  unnerved,  even  before  she  had  seen 
him — painfully  conscious  that  she  had  com- 
mitted a  serious  error,  on  the  last  occasion 
when  they  had  met,  in  speaking  at  all — Car- 
mina  neither  answered  him  nor  looked  at  him. 
She  bent  her  head  confusedly,  and  advanced  a 
little  nearer  to  the  house  door. 

He  at  once  moved  so  as  to  place  himself  in 
her  way. 

'  I  must  request  you  to  call  to  mind  what 
passed  between  us,'  he  resumed,  '  when  we  met 
by  accident  some  little  time  since.' 

He  had  speculated  on  frightening  her.     His 
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insolence  stirred  her  spirit  into  asserting  itself. 
'  Let  me  by,  if  you  please,'  she  said ;  '  the  car- 
riage is  waiting  for  me.' 

'  The  carriage  can  wait  a  little  longer,'  he 
answered  coarsely.  '  On  the  occasion  to  which 
I  have  referred,  you  were  so  good  as  to  make 
advances,  to  which  I  cannot  consider  myself  as 
having  any  claim.  Perhaps  you  will  favour 
me  by  stating  your  motives  ?  ' 

'  I  don't  understand  you,  sir.' 

'  Oh,  yes — you  do  ! ' 

She  stepped  back,  and  laid  her  hand  on  the 
bell  which  rang  below  stairs,  in  the  pantry. 
'  Must  I  ring  ?  '  she  said. 

It  was  plain  that  she  would  do  it,  if  he 
moved  a  step  nearer  to  her.  He  drew  aside — 
with  a  look  which  made  her  tremble.  On 
passing  the  hall-table,  she  placed  her  letter  in 
the  post-basket.  His  eye  followed  it,  as  it  left 
her  hand :  he  became  suddenly  penitent  and 
polite.     '  I  am  sorry  if  I  have  alarmed  you,'  he 
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said,  and  opened  the  house-door  for  her — with- 
out showing  himself  to  Marceline  and  the 
coachman  outside. 

The  carriage  having  been  driven  away,  he 
softly  closed  the  door  again,  and  returned  to 
the  hall-table.  He  looked  into  the  post- 
basket. 

Was  there  any  danger  of  discovery  by  the 
servants  ?  The  footman  was  absent,  attending 
his  mistress  on  her  way  to  the  lecture.  None 
of  the  female  servants  were  on  the  stairs.  He 
took  up  Carmina's  letter,  and  looked  at  the 
address  :  To  Ovid  Vere,  Esq. 

His  eyes  twinkled  furtively;  his  excellent 
memory  for  injuries  reminded  him  that  Ovid 
Vere  had  formerly  endeavoured  (without  even 
caring  to  conceal  it)  to  prevent  Mrs.  Gallilee 
from  engaging  him  as  her  music-master.  By 
subtle  links  of  its  own  forging,  his  vindictive 
nature  now  connected  his  hatred  of  the  person 
to  whom    the    letter  was  addressed,  with  his 
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interest  in  stealing  the  letter  itself  for  the 
possible  discovery  of  Carmina's  secrets.  The 
clock  told  him  that  there  was  plenty  of  time  to 
open  the  envelope,  and  (if  the  contents  proved 
to  be  of  no  importance)  to  close  it  again,  and 
take  it  himself  to  the  post.  After  a  last  look 
round,  he  withdrew  undiscovered,  with  the 
letter  in  his  pocket. 

On  its  way  back  to  the  house,  the  carriage 
was  passed  by  a  cab,  with  a  man  in  it,  driven 
at  such  a  furious  rate  that  there  was  a  narrow 
escape  of  collision.  The  maid  screamed  ;  Car- 
mina  turned  pale ;  the  coachman  wondered 
why  the  man  in  the  cab  was  in  such  a  hurry. 
The  man  was  Mr.  Mool's  head  clerk,  charged 
with  news  for  Doctor  Benjulia. 
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CHAPTER  XLIII. 

The  mind  of  the  clerk's  master  had  been 
troubled  by  serious  doubts,  after  Carmina  left 
his  house  on  Sunday. 

Her  agitated  manner,  her  strange  questions, 
and  her  abrupt  departure,  all  suggested  to  Mr. 
Mool's  mind  some  rash  project  in  contemplation 
— perhaps  even  the  plan  of  an  elopement.  To 
most  other  men,  the  obvious  course  to  take 
would  have  been  to  communicate  with  Mrs. 
Gallilee.  But  the  lawyer  preserved  a  vivid 
remembrance  of  the  interview  which  had  taken 
place  at  his  office.  The  detestable  pleasure 
which  Mrs.  Gallilee  had  betrayed  in  profaning 
the  memory  of  Carmina's  mother,  had  so 
shocked  and  disgusted  him,  that  he  recoiled 
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from  the  idea  of  holding  any  further  inter- 
course with  her,  no  matter  how  pressing  the 
emergency  might  be.  It  was  possible,  after 
what  had  passed,  that  Carmina  might  feel  the 
propriety  of  making  some  explanation  by  letter. 
He  decided  to  wait  until  the  next  morning,  on 
the  chance  of  hearing  from  her. 

On  the  Monday,  no  letter  arrived. 

Proceeding  to  the  office,  Mr.  Mool  found, 
in  his  business-correspondence,  enough  to 
occupy  every  moment  of  his  time.  He  had 
purposed  writing  to  Carmina,  but  the  idea  was 
now  inevitably  pressed  out  of  his  mind.  It 
was  only  at  the  close  of  the  day's  work  that  he 
had  leisure  to  think  of  a  matter  of  greater 
importance — that  is  to  say,  of  the  necessity  of 
discovering  Benjulia's  friend  of  other  days,  the 
Italian  teacher  Baccani.  He  left  instructions 
with  one  of  his  clerks  to  make  inquiries,  the 
next  morning,  at  the  shops  of  foreign  book- 
sellers.    There,  and  there   only,  the  question 
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might  be  answered,  whether  Baccani  was  still 
living,  and  living  in  London. 

The  inquiries  proved  successful.  On  Tues- 
day afternoon,  Baccani's  address  was  in  Mr. 
Mool's  hands. 

Busy  as  he  still  was,  the  lawyer  set  aside 
his  own  affairs,  in  deference  to  the  sacred  duty 
of  defending  the  memory  of  the  dead,  and  to 
the  pressing  necessity  of  silencing  Mrs.  Gal- 
lilee's  cruel  and  slanderous  tongue.  Arrived  at 
Baccani's  lodgings,  he  was  informed  that  the 
language-master  had  gone  to  his  dinner  at  a 
neighbouring  restaurant.  Mr.  Mool  waited  at 
the  lodgings,  and  sent  a  note  to  Baccani.  In 
ten  minutes  more  he  found  himself  in  the 
presence  of  an  elderly  man,  of  ascetic  appear- 
ance ;  whose  looks  and  tones  showed  him  to  be 
apt  to  take  offence  on  small  provocation,  and 
more  than  half  ready  to  suspect  an  eminent 
solicitor  of  being  a  spy. 

But  Mr.  Mool's  experience  was  equal  to  the 
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call  on  it.  Having  fully  explained  the  object 
that  he  had  in  view,  he  left  the  apology  for 
his  intrusion  to  be  inferred,  and  concluded  by 
appealing,  in  his  own  modest  way,  to  the 
sympathy  of  an  honourable  man. 

Silently  forming  his  opinion  of  the  lawyer, 
while  he  listened,  Baccani  expressed  the  con- 
clusion at  which  he  had  arrived,  in  these 
terms : 

'  My  experience  of  mankind,  sir,  has  been 
a  bitterly  bad  one.  You  have  improved  my 
opinion  of  human  nature  since  you  entered  this 
room.  That  is  not  a  little  thing  to  say,  at  my 
age  and  in  my  circumstances.' 

He  bowed  gravely,  and  turned  to  his  bed. 
From  under  it,  he  pulled  out  a  clumsy  tin  box 
Having  opened  the  rusty  lock  with  some 
difficulty,  he  produced  a  ragged  pocket-book, 
and  picked  out  from  it  a  paper  which  looked 
like  an  old  letter. 

'  There,'  he  said,  handing  the  paper  to  Mr. 
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Mool,  '  is  the  statement  which  vindicates  this 
lady's  reputation.  Before  you  open  the  manu- 
script I  must  tell  you  how  I  came  by  it.' 

He  appeared  to  feel  such  embarrassment 
in  approaching  the  subject,  that  Mr.  Mool 
interposed. 

'  I  am  already  acquainted,'  he  said,  '  with 
some  of  the  circumstances  to  which  you  are 
about  to  allude.  I  happen  to  know  of  the 
wager  in  which  the  calumny  originated,  and  of 
the  manner  in  which  that  wager  was  decided. 
The  events  which  followed  are  the  only  events 
that  I  need  trouble  you  to  describe.' 

Baccani's  grateful  sense  of  relief  avowed 
itself  without  reserve.  '  I  feel  your  kindness,' 
he  said,  '  almost  as  keenly  as  I  feel  my  own 
disgraceful  conduct,  in  permitting  a  woman's 
reputation  to  be  made  the  subject  of  a  wager. 
From  whom  did  you  obtain  your  information  ? ' 

'Prom  the  person  who  mentioned  your 
name  to  me — Doctor  Benjulia.' 
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Baccani  lifted  his  hand  with  a  gesture  of 
angry  protest. 

'  Don't  speak  of  him  again  in  my  pre- 
sence ! '  he  burst  out.  *  That  man  has  insulted 
me.  When  I  took  refuge  from  political  per- 
secution in  this  country,  I  sent  him  my 
prospectus.  From  my  own  humble  position 
as  a  teacher  of  languages,  I  looked  up  without 
envy  to  his  celebrity  among  doctors  ;  I  thought 
I  might  remind  him,  not  unfavourably,  of  our 
early  friendship — I,  who  had  done  him  a 
hundred  kindnesses  in  those  past  days.  He 
has  never  taken  the  slightest  notice  of  me  ;  he 
has  not  even  acknowledged  the  receipt  of  my 
prospectus.  Despicable  wretch  !  Let  me  hear 
no  more  of  him.' 

'  Pray  forgive  me  it  I  refer  to  him  again — 
for  the  last  time,'  Mr.  Mool  pleaded.  'Did 
your  acquaintance  with  him  continue,  after  the 
question  of  the  wager  had  been  settled  ?  ' 

'  No,     sir ! '    Baccani     answered     sternly. 
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'  When  I  was  at  leisure  to  go  to  the  club  at 
which  we  were  accustomed  to  meet,  he  had 
left  Borne.  From  that  time  to  this — I  rejoice 
to  say  it — I  have  never  set  eyes  on  him.' 

The  obstacles  which  had  prevented  the 
refutation  of  the  calumny  from  reaching  Ben- 
julia  were  now  revealed.  Mr.  Mool  had  only 
to  hear,  next,  how  that  refutation  had  been 
obtained.  A  polite  hint  sufficed  to  remind 
Baccani  of  the  explanation  that  he  had 
promised. 

'  I  am  naturally  suspicious,'  he  began 
abruptly  ;  '  and  I  doubted  the  woman  when 
I  found  that  she  kept  her  veil  down.  Besides, 
it  was  not  in  my  way  of  thinking  to  believe 
that  an  estimable  married  lady  could  have 
compromised  herself  with  a  scoundrel,  who  had 
boasted  that  she  was  his  mistress.  I  waited 
in  the  street,  until  the  woman  came  out.  I 
followed  her,  and  saw  her  meet  a  man.  The 
two  went  together  to  a  theatre.     I  took  my 


HEART  AND  SCIENCE.  17 

place   near   them.     She   lifted   her   veil   as   a 
matter  of  course.     My  suspicion  of  foul  play- 
was  instantly  confirmed.     When  the  perform- 
ance  was   over,   1    traced    her    back   to   Mr. 
Eobert   Graywell's   house.     He   and   his   wife 
were    both    absent    at    a   party.     I  was   too 
indignant  to  wait  till  they  came  back.     Under 
the  threat  of  charging  the  wretch  with  stealing 
her  mistress's  clothes,  I  extorted  from  her  the 
signed  confession  which  you  have  in  your  hand. 
She  was  under  notice  to  leave  her  place  for 
insolent    behaviour.     The    personation   which 
had  been  intended  to  deceive  me,  was  an  act 
of  revenge ;  planned  between  herself  and  the 
blackguard  who  had  employed  her  to   make 
his   lie   look   like   truth.     A   more   shameless 
creature  I  never  met  with.     She  said  to  me, 
'I   am    as   tall   as  my  mistress,  and  a  better 
figure  ;  and  I've  often  worn  her  fine  clothes 
on  holiday  occasions.'     In  your  country,  Mr. 
Mool,  such  women — so  I  am  told — are  ducked 
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in  a  pond.  There  is  one  thing  more  to  add, 
before  you  read  the  confession.  Mrs.  Eobert 
Graywell  did  imprudently  send  the  man  some 
money — in  answer  to  a  begging  letter  artfully 
enough  written  to  excite  her  pity.  A  second 
application  was  refused  by  her  husband. 
What  followed  on  that,  you  know  already.' 

Having  read  the  confession,  Mr.  Mool  was 
permitted  to  take  a  copy,  and  to  make  any  use 
of  it  which  he  might  think  desirable.  His  one 
remaining  anxiety  was  to  hear  what  had 
become  of  the  person  who  had  planned  the 
deception.  '  Surely,'  he  said,  '  that  villain  has 
not  escaped  punishment  ?  ' 

Baccani  answered  this  in  his  own  bitter 
way. 

'  My  dear  sir,  how  can  you  ask  such  a 
simple  question  ?  That  sort  of  man  always 
escapes  punishment.  In  the  last  extreme  of 
poverty  his  luck  provides  him  with  somebody 
to   cheat.     Common   respect   for  Mrs.  Eobert 
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Gray  well  closed  my  lips  ;  and  I  was  the  only 
person  acquainted  with  the  circumstances.  I 
wrote  to  our  club  declaring  the  fellow  to  be  a 
cheat — and  leaving  it  to  be  inferred  that  he 
cheated  at  cards.  He  knew  better  than  to 
insist  on  my  explaining  myself — he  resigned, 
and  disappeared.  I  dare  say  he  is  living  still 
— living  in  clover  on  some  unfortunate  woman. 
The  beautiful  and  the  good  die  untimely 
deaths.     He,  and  his  kind,  last  and  live.' 

Mr.  Mool  had  neither  time  nor  inclination 
to  plead  in  favour  of  the  more  hopeful  view, 
which  believes  in  the  agreeable  fiction  called 
'poetical  justice.'  He  tried  to  express  his 
sense  of  obligation  at  parting.  Baccani  refused 
to  listen. 

'  The  obligation  is  all  on  my  side,'  he  said. 
'  As  1  have  already  told  you,  your  visit  has 
added  a  bright  day  to  my  calendar.  In  our 
pilgrimage,  my  friend,  through  this  world  of 
rogues  and  fools,  we  may  never  meet  again. 
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Let  us  remember  gratefully  that  we  have  met. 
Farewell.' 

So  they  parted. 

Eeturning  to  his  office,  Mr.  Mool  attached 
to  the  copy  of  the  confession  a  brief  statement 
of  the  circumstances  under  which  the  Italian 
had  become  possessed  of  it.  He  then  added 
these  lines,  addressed  to  Benjulia : — '  You  set 
the  false  report  afloat.  I  leave  it  to  your  sense 
of  duty,  to  decide  whether  you  ought  not  to  go 
at  once  to  Mrs.  Gallilee,  and  tell  her  that  the 
slander  which  you  repeated  is  now  proved  to  be 
a  lie.  If  you  don't  agree  with  me,  I  must  go  to 
Mrs.  Gallilee  myself.  In  that  case  please  return, 
by  the  bearer,  the  papers  which  are  enclosed.' 

The  clerk  instructed  to  deliver  these  docu- 
ments, within  the  shortest  possible  space  of 
time,  found  Mr.  Mool  waiting  at  the  office,  on 
his  return.  He  answered  his  master's  inquiries 
by  producing  Benjulia's  reply  . 
' .    The  doctor's  amiable  humour  was  still  in 
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the  ascendant.  His  success  in  torturing  his 
unfortunate  cook  had  been  followed  by  the 
receipt  of  a  telegram  from  his  friend  at  Mon- 
treal, containing  this  satisfactory  answer  to  his 
question: — 'Not  brain  disease.'  With  his 
mind  now  set  completely  at  rest,  his  instincts 
as  a  gentleman  were  at  full  liberty  to  control 
him.  '  I  entirely  agree  with  you,'  he  wrote  to 
Mr.  Mool.  '  I  go  back  with  your  clerk ;  the 
cab  will  drop  me  at  Mrs.  Gallilee's  house.' 

Mr.  Mool  turned  to  the  clerk. 

'  Did  you  wait  to  hear  if  Mrs.  Gallilee  was 
at  home  ?  '  he  asked. 

'  Mrs.  Gallilee  was  absent,  sir — attending  a 
lecture.' 

'  What  did  Doctor  Benjulia  do?  ' 

'  Went  into  the  house,  to  wait  her  return.' 
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CHAPTEK  XLIV. 

Mrs.  Gallilee's  page  (attending  to  the  house- 
door,  in  the  footman's  absence)  had  just  shown 
Benjulia  into  the  library,  when  there  was 
another  ring  at  the  bell.  The  new  visitor  was 
Mr.  Le  Frank.  He  appeared  to  be  in  a  hurry. 
Without  any  preliminary  questions,  he  said, 
'  Take  my  card  to  Mrs.  Gallilee.' 

'  My  mistress  is  out,  sir.' 

The  music-master  looked  impatiently  at  the 
hall-clock.  The  hall-clock  answered  him  by 
striking  the  half  hour  after  five. 

'  Do  you  expect  Mrs.  Gallilee  back  soon  ?  ' 

'We  don't  know,  sir.  The  footman  had 
his  orders  to  be  in  waiting  with  the  carriage,  at 
five.' 
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After  a  moment  of  irritable  reflection,  Mr.  Le 
Frank  took  a  letter  from  his  pocket.  '  Say  that 
I  have  an  appointment,  and  am  not  able  to 
wait.  Give  Mrs.  Gallilee  that  letter  the 
moment  she  comes  in.'  With  those  directions 
he  left  the  house. 

The  page  looked  at  the  letter.  It  was 
sealed ;  and,  over  the  address,  two  underlined 
words  were  written  : — '  Private.  Immediate.' 
Mindful  of  visits  from  tradespeople,  anxious  to 
see  his  mistress,  and  provided  beforehand  with 
letters  to  be  delivered  immediately,  the  boy 
took  a  pecuniary  view  of  Mr.  Le  Frank's  errand 
at  the  house.  '  Another  of  them,'  he  thought, 
'  wanting  his  money.' 

As  he  placed  the  letter  on  the  hall-table, 
the  library  door  opened,  and  Benjulia  appeared 
— weary  already  of  waiting,  without  occupation, 
for  Mrs.  Gallilee's  return. 

'  Is  smoking  allowed  in  the  library  ? '  he 
asked. 
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The  page  looked  up  at  the  giant  towering 
over  him,  with  the  envious  admiration  of  a 
short  boy.  He  replied  with  a  discretion  beyond 
his  years :  '  Would  you  please  step  into  the 
smoking-room,  sir?  ' 

'  Anybody  there  ?  ' 

'  My  master,  sir.' 

Benjulia  at  once  declined  the  invitation  to 
the  smoking-room.  '  Anybody  else  at  home  ?  ' 
he  inquired. 

Miss  Carmina  was  upstairs — the  page  an- 
swered. '  And  I  think,'  he  added,  '  Mr.  Null 
is  with  her.' 

'Who's  Mr.  Null?' 

'  The  doctor,  sir.' 

Benjulia  declined  to  disturb  the  doctor. 
He  tried  a  third,  and  last  question. 

'  Where's  Zo  ?  ' 

'  Here  ! '  cried  a  shrill  voice  from  the  upper 
regions.     '  Who  are  You  ?  ' 

To  the  page's  astonishment,  the  giant-gen- 
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tleman  with  the  resonant  bass  voice  answered 
this  quite  gravely.     '  I'm  Benjulia,'  he  said. 

'  Come  up  ! '  cried  Zo. 

Benjulia  ascended  the  stairs. 

'  Stop  ! '  shouted  the  voice  from  above. 

Benjulia  stopped. 

'  Have  you  got  your  big  stick  ?  ' 

'  Yes.' 

'Bring  it  up  with  you.'  Benjulia  retraced 
his  steps  into  the  hall.  The  page  respectfully 
handed  him  his  stick.  Zo  became  impatient. 
'  Look  sharp  ! '  she  called  out. 

Benjulia  obediently  quickened  his  pace. 
Zo  left  the  schoolroom  (in  spite  of  the  faintly- 
heard  protest  of  the  maid  in  charge)  to  receive 
him  on  the  stairs.  They  met  on  the  landing, 
outside  Carmina's  room.  Zo  possessed  herself 
of  the  bamboo  cane,  and  led  the  way  in. 
'  Carmina !  here's  the  big  stick,  I  told  you 
about,'  she  announced. 

'  Whose  stick,  dear  ?  ' 
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Zo  returned  to  the  landing.  'Come  in, 
Benjulia,'  she  said — and  seized  him  by  the 
coat-tails.  Mr.  Null  rose  instinctively.  Was 
this  his  celebrated  colleague  ? 

With  some  reluctance,  Carmina  appeared  at 
the  door  ;  thinking  of  the  day  when  Ovid  had 
fainted,  and  when  the  great  man  had  treated 
her  so  harshly.  In  fear  of  more  rudeness,  she 
unwillingly  asked  him  to  come  in. 

Still  immovable  on  the  landing,  he  looked  at 
her  in  silence. 

The  serious  question  occurred  to  him  which 
had  formerly  presented  itself  to  Mr.  Mool. 
Had  Mrs.  Gallilee  repeated,  in  Carmina's 
presence,  the  lie  which  slandered  her  mother's 
memory — the  lie  which  he  was  then  in  the 
house  to  expose  ? 

Watching  Benjulia  respectfully,  Mr.  Null 
saw,  in  that  grave  scrutiny,  an  opportunity  of 
presenting  himself  under  a  favourable  light. 
He  waved  his  hand  persuasively  towards  Car- 
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mina.  '  Some  nervous  prostration,  sir,  in  my 
interesting  patient,  as  you  no  doubt  perceive,' 
he  began.  'Not  such  rapid  progress  towards 
recovery  as  I  had  hoped.  I  think  of  recom- 
mending the  air  of  the  seaside.'  Benjulia's 
dreary  eyes  turned  on  him  slowly,  and  estimated 
his  mental  calibre  at  its  exact  value,  in  a 
moment.  Mr.  Null  felt  that  look  in  the  very 
marrow  of  his  bones.  He  bowed  with  servile 
submission,  and  took  his  leave. 

In  the  meantime,  Benjulia  had  satisfied 
himself  that  the  embarrassment  in  Carmina's 
manner  was  merely  attributable  to  shyness. 
She  was  now  no  longer  an  object  even  of 
momentary  interest  to  him.  He  was  ready  to 
play  with  Zo — but  not  on  condition  of  amusing 
himself  vvith  the  child,  in  Carmina's  presence. 
'  I  am  waiting  till  Mrs.  Gallilee  returns,'  he 
said  to  her  in  his  quietly  indifferent  way.  '  If 
you  will  excuse  me,  I'll  go  downstairs  again  ; 
I  won't  intrude.' 
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Her  pale  face  flushed  as  she  listened  to  him. 
Innocently  supposing  that  she  had  made  her 
little  offer  of  hospitality  in  too  cold  a  manner, 
she  looked]at  Benjulia  with  a  timid  and  troubled 
smile.  '  Pray  wait  here  till  my  aunt  comes 
back,'  she  said.  '  Zo  will  amuse  you,  I'm  sure.' 
Zo  seconded  the  invitation  by  hiding  the  stick, 
and  laying  hold  again  on  her  big  friend's  coat- 
tails. 

He  let  the  child  drag  him  into  the  room, 
without  noticing  her.  The  silent  questioning  of 
his  eyes  had  been  again  directed  to  Carmina,  at 
the  moment  when  she  smiled. 

His  long  and  terrible  experience  made  its 
own  merciless  discoveries,  in  the  nervous  move- 
ment of  her  eyelids  and  her  lips.  The  poor 
girl,  pleasing  herself  with  the  idea  of  having 
produced  the  right  impression  on  him  at  last, 
had  only  succeeded  in  becoming  an  object  of 
medical  inquiry,  pursued  in  secret.  When  he 
companionably  took  a  chair  by  her  side,  and 
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let  Zo  climb  on  his  knee,  he  was  privately- 
regretting  his  cold  reception  of  Mr.  Null. 
Under  certain  conditions  of  nervous  excitement, 
Carmina  might  furnish  an  interesting  case.  '  If 
I  had  been  commonly  civil  to  that  fawning 
idiot,'  he  thought,  'I  might  have  been  called 
into  consultation.' 

They  were  all  three  seated — but  there  was 
no  talk.     Zo  set  the  example. 

'  You  haven't  tickled  me  yet,'  she  said. 
'  Show  Carmina  how  you  do  it.' 

He  gravely  operated  on  the  back  of  Zo's 
neck  ;  and  his  patient  acknowledged  the  process 
with  a  wriggle  and  a  scream.  The  performance 
being  so  far  at  an  end,  Zo  called  to  the  dog, 
and  issued  her  orders  once  more. 

'  Now  make  Tinker  kick  his  leg  ! ' 

Benjulia  obeyed  once  again.  The  young 
tyrant  was  not  satisfied  yet. 

'  Now  tickle  Carmina ! '  she  said. 

He  heard  this  without  laughing  :  his  flesh- 
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less  lips  never  relaxed  into  a  smile.  To  Car- 
mina's  unutterable  embarrassment,  he  looked  at 
her,  Avhen  she  laughed,  with  steadier  attention 
than  ever.  Those  coldly-inquiring  eyes  exer- 
cised some  inscrutable  influence  over  her.  Now 
they  made  her  angry  ;  and  now  they  frightened 
her.  The  silence  that  had  fallen  on  them  again, 
became  an  unendurable  infliction.  She  burst 
into  talk ;  she  was  loud  and  familiar — ashamed 
of  her  own  boldness,  and  quite  unable  to  con- 
trol it.  '  You  are  very  fond  of  Zo  ! '  she  said 
suddenly. 

It  was  a  perfectly  commonplace  remark — 
and  yet,  it  seemed  to  perplex  him. 

'  Am  I  ?  '  he  answered. 

She  went  on.  Against  her  own  will,  she 
persisted  in  speaking  to  him.  '  And  I'm  sure 
Zo  is  fond  of  you.' 

He  looked  at  Zo.  '  Are  you  fond  of  me  ?  ' 
he  asked. 

Zo,  staring  hard  at  him,  got  off  his  knee; 
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retired  to  a  little  distance  to  think  ;  and  stood 
staring  at  him  again. 

He  quietly  repeated  the  question.  Zo 
answered  this  time — as  she  had  formerly 
answered  Teresa  in  the  Gardens.  '  I  don't 
know.' 

He  turned  again  to  Carmina,  in  a  slow, 
puzzled  way.     '  I  don't  know  either,'  he  said. 

Hearing  the  big  man  own  that  he  was  no 
wiser  than  herself,  Zo  returned  to  him with- 
out, however,  getting  on  his  knee  again.  She 
clasped  her  chubby  hands  under  the  inspiration 
of  a  new  idea.  'Let's  play  at  something,' 
she  said  to  Benjulia.  '  Do  you  know  any 
games  ? ' 

He  shook  his  head. 

'  Didn't  you  know  any  games,  when  you 
were  only  as  big  as  me  ?  ' 

'  I  have  forgotten  them.' 

'  Haven't  you  got  children  ?  ' 

'No.' 
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'  Haven't  you  got  a  wife  ?  ' 

'No.' 

'  Haven't  you  got  a  friend  ?  ' 

'No.' 

'  Well,  you  are  a  miserable  chap  ! ' 

Thanks  to  Zo,  Carmina's  sense  of  nervous 
oppression  burst  its  way  into  relief.  She 
laughed  loudly  and  wildly — she  was  on  the 
verge  of  hysterics,  when  Benjulia's  eyes,  silently 
questioning  her  again,  controlled  her  at  the 
critical  moment.  Her  laughter  died  away. 
But  the  exciting  influence  still  possessed  her ; 
still  forced  her  into  the  other  alternative  of 
saying  something — she  neither  knew  nor  cared 
what. 

'  I  couldn't  live  such  a  lonely  life  as  yours,' 
she  said  to  him — so  loudly  and  so  confidently 
that  even  Zo  noticed  it. 

'I  couldn't  live  such  a  life  either,'  he 
admitted,  '  but  for  one  thing.' 

'  And  what  is  that  ? ' 
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'  Why  are  you  so  loud  ? '  Zo  interposed. 
'  Do  you  think  he's  deaf  ?  ' 

Benjulia  made  a«  sign,  commanding  the 
child  to  be  silent — without  turning  towards 
her.  He  answered  Carmina  as  if  there  had 
been  no  interruption. 

'  My  medical  studies,'  he  said,  '  reconcile  me 
to  my  life.' 

'  Suppose  you  got  tired  of  your  studies  ?  ' 
she  asked. 

'  I  should  never  get  tired  of  them.' 

'  Suppose  you  couldn't  study  any  more  ?  ' 

'  In  that  case  I  shouldn't  live  any  more.' 

'  Do  you  mean  that  it  would  kill  you  to 
leave  off?  ' 

'No.' 

'  Then  what  do  you  mean  ? ' 

He  laid  his  great  soft  fingers  on  her  pulse. 
She  shrank  from    his   touch  ;    he  deliberately 
held  her  by  the  arm.     '  You're  getting  excited 
he  said.     '  Never  mind  what  I  mean,' 
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Zo,  left  unnoticed  and  not  liking  it,  saw  a 
chance  of  asserting  herself.  'I  know  why 
Carolina's  excited,'  she  said.  '  The  old  woman's 
coming  at  six  o'clock.' 

He  paid  no  attention  to  the  child  ;  he  per- 
sisted in  keeping  watch  on  Carmina.  '  Who  is 
the  woman  ?  '  he  asked. 

'  The  most  lovable  woman  in  the  world,' 
she  cried  ;  '  my  dear  old  nurse  ! '     She  started 
up  from  the  sofa,  and  pointed  with  theatrical 
exaggeration  of  gesture  to  the  clock  on   the 
mantelpiece.     '  Look  !  it's  only  ten  minutes  to 
six.     In  ten  minutes,  I  shall  have  my  arms 
round  Teresa's  neck.     Don't  look  at  me  in  that 
way  !     It's  your  fault  if  I'm  excited.     It's  your 
dreadful  eyes  that   do   it.     Come  here,  Zo !  I 
want  to  give  you  a  kiss.'     She  seized  on  Zo 
with  a  roughness  that  startled  the  child,  and 
looked  wildly  at  Benjulia.      '  Ha !    you  don't 
understand  loving  and  kissing,  do  you  ?    What's 
the  use  of  speaking  to  you  about  my  old  nurse  ?  ' 
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He  pointed  imperatively  to  the  sofa.     '  Sit 
down  again.' 

She  obeyed  him— but  he  had  not  quite 
composed  her  yet.  Her  eyes  sparkled ;  she 
went  on  talking.  '  Ah,  you're  a  hard  man !  a 
miserable  man !  a  man  that  will  end  badly ! 
You  never  loved  anybody.  You  don't  know 
what  love  is.' 
'  What  is  it  ?  ' 

That  icy  question  cooled  her  in  an  instant : 
her  head  sank  on  her  bosom  :  she  suddenly  be- 
came indifferent  to  persons  and  things  about  her. 
'  When  will  Teresa  come  ?  '  she  whispered  to 
herself.     '  Oh,  when  will  Teresa  come  ! ' 

Any  other  man,  whether  he  really  felt  for 
her  or  not,  would,  as  a  mere  matter  of  instinct, 
have  said  a  kind  word  to  her  at  that  moment. 
Not  the  vestige  of  a  change  appeared  in  Ben- 
julia's  impenetrable  composure.  She  might 
have  been  a  man — or  a  baby — or  the  picture 
of  a  girl  instead  of  the  girl  herself,  so  far  as  he 
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was  concerned.  He  quietly  returned  to  his 
question. 

'  Well,'  he  resumed — '  and  what  is  love  ?  ' 

Not  a  word,  not  a  movement  escaped  her. 

'  I  want  to  know,'  he  persisted,  waiting  for 
what  might  happen. 

Nothing  happened.  He  was  not  perplexed 
by  the  sudden  change.  '  This  is  the  reaction,' 
he  thought.  '  We  shall  see  what  comes  of  it.' 
He  looked  about  him.  A  bottle  of  water  stood 
on  one  of  the  tables.  '  Likely  to  be  useful,'  he 
concluded,  '  in  case  she  feels  faint.' 

Zo  had  been  listening ;  Zo  saw  her  way  to 
getting  noticed  again.  Not  quite  sure  of  her- 
self this  time,  she  appealed  to  Carmina. 
'  Didn't  he  say,  just  now,  he  wanted  to  know  ?  ' 

Carmina  neither  heard  nor  heeded  her. 
Zo  tried  Benjulia  next.  '  Shall  I  tell  you  what 
we  do  in  the  schoolroom,  when  we  want  to 
know?'  His  attention,  like  Carmina's  atten- 
tion, seemed  to  be  far  away  from  her.     Zo  im- 
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patiently  reminded  him  of  her  presence — she 
laid  her  hand  on  his  knee. 

It  was  only  the  hand  of  a  child — an  idle, 
quaint,  perverse  child — but  it  touched,  ignor- 
antly  touched,  the  one  tender  place  in  his 
nature,  unprofaned  by  the  infernal  cruelties 
which  made  his  life  acceptable  to  him  ;  the  one 
tender  place,  hidden  so  deep  from  the  man 
himself,  that  even  his  far-reaching  intellect 
groped  in  vain  to  find  it  out.  There,  neverthe- 
less, was  the  feeling  which  drew  him  to  Zo, 
contending  successfully  with  his  medical  in- 
terest in  a  case  of  nervous  derangement.  That 
unintelligible  sympathy  with  a  child  looked 
dimly  out  of  his  eyes,  spoke  faintly  in  his  voice, 
when  he  replied  to  her.  '  Well,'  he  said,  '  what 
do  you  do  in  the  schoolroom  ?  ' 

'  We  look  in  the  dictionary,'  Zo  answered. 
'  Carmina's  got  a  dictionary.     I'll  get  it.' 

She  climbed  on  a  chair,  and  found  the 
book,  and  laid  it  on  Benjulia's  lap.     '  I  don't  so 
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much  mind  trying  to  spell  a  word,'  she  ex- 
plained. '  What  I  hate  is  being  asked  what  it 
means.  Miss  Minerva  won't  let  me  off.  She 
says,  Look.  I  wont  let  you  off.  I'm  Miss 
Minerva  and  you're  Zo.     Look  ! ' 

He  humoured  her  silently  and  mechani- 
cally— just  as  he  had  humoured  her  in  the 
matter  of  the  stick,  and  in  the  matter  of  the 
tickling.  Having  opened  the  dictionary,  he 
looked  again  at  Carmina.  She  had  not  moved; 
she  seemed  to  be  weary  enough  to  fall  asleep. 
The  reaction — nothing  but  the  reaction.  It 
might  last  for  hours,  or  it  might  be  at  an  end 
in  another  minute.  An  interesting  tempera- 
ment, whichever  way  it  ended.  He  opened  the 
dictionary. 

'  Love  ? '  he  muttered  grimly  to  himself. 
'  It  seems  I'm  an  object  of  compassion,  because 
I  know  nothing  about  love.  Well,  what  does 
the  book  say  about  it  ?  ' 

He  found   the   word,  and    ran    his   finder 
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down  the  paragraphs  of  explanation  which 
followed.  '  Seven  meanings  to  Love,'  he  re- 
marked. '  First :  An  affection  of  the  mind 
excited  by  beauty  and  worth  of  any  kind,  or 
by  the  qualities  of  an  object  which  communi- 
cate pleasure.  Second :  Courtship.  Third : 
Patriotism,  as  the  love  of  country.  Fourth  : 
Benevolence.  Fifth :  The  object  beloved. 
Sixth  :  A  word  of  endearment.  Seventh  : 
Cupid,  the  god  of  love.' 

He  paused,  and  reflected  a  little.  Zo,  hear- 
ing nothing  to  amuse  her,  strayed  away  to  the 
window,  and  looked  out.  He  glanced  at 
Carmina. 

'  Which  of  those  meanings  makes  the 
pleasure  of  her  life  ? '  he  wondered.  '  Which 
of  them  might  have  made  the  pleasure  of 
mine  ?  '  He  closed  the  dictionary  in  contempt. 
'  The  very  man  whose  business  is  to  explain  it, 
tries  seven  different  ways,  and  doesn't  explain 
it  after  all.     And  yet,  there  is  such  a  thing.' 
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He  reached  that  conclusion  unwillingly  and 
angrily.  For  the  first  time,  a  doubt  about 
himself  forced  its  way  into  his  mind.  Might 
he  have  looked  higher  than  his  torture-table 
and  his  knife  ?  Had  he  gained  from  his  life  all 
that  his  life  might  have  given  to  him  ? 

Left  by  herself,  Zo  began  to  grow  tired  of 
it.  She  tried  to  get  Carmina  for  a  companion. 
•  Come  and  look  out  of  window,'  she  said. 

Carmina  gently  refused  :  she  was  unwilling 
to  be  disturbed.  Since  she  had  spoken  to 
Benjulia,  her  thoughts  had  been  dwelling  rest- 
fully  on  Ovid.  In  another  day  she  might  be  on 
her  way  to  him.     When  would  Teresa  come  ? 

Benjulia  was  too  preoccupied  to  notice  her. 
The  weak  doubt  that  had  got  the  better  of  his 
strong  reason,  still  held  him  in  thrall.  '  Love ! ' 
he  broke  out,  in  the  bitterness  of  his  heart. 
'  It  isn't  a  question  of  sentiment :  it's  a  question 
of  use.     Who  is  the  better  for  love  ?  ' 

She   heard   the  last   words,  and   answered 
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him.  '  Everybody  is  the  better  for  it.'  She 
looked  at  him  with  sorrowful  eyes,  and  laid  her 
hand  on  his  arm.  'Everybody,'  she  added, 
'  but  you.' 

He  smiled  scornfully.  '  Everybody  is  the 
better  for  it,'  he  repeated.  '  And  who  knows 
what  it  is  ?  ' 

She  drew  away  her  hand,  and  looked  to- 
wards the  heavenly  tranquillity  of  the  evening 
sky. 

'  Who  knows  what  it  is  ?  '  he  reiterated. 

'  God,'  she  said. 

Benjulia  was  silent. 
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CHAPTER  XLV. 

The  clock  on  the  mantelpiece  struck  six.  Zo, 
turning  suddenly  from  the  window,  ran  to  the 
sofa.     '  Here's  the  carriage  ! '  she  cried. 

'  Teresa  ! '  Carmina  exclaimed. 

Zo  crossed  the  room,  on  tiptoe,  to  the  door 
of  the  bed-chamber.  '  It's  mamma,'  she  said. 
'  Don't  tell !    I'm  going  to  hide.' 

'  Why,  dear  ?  ' 

The  answer  to  this  was  given  mysteriously 
in  a  whisper.  '  She  said  I  wasn't  to  come  to 
you.  She's  a  quick  one  on  her  legs — she 
might  catch  me  on  the  stairs,'  With  that  ex- 
planation, Zo  slipped  into  the  bedroom,  and 
held  the  door  ajar. 
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The  minutes  passed — and  Mrs.  Gallilee  failed 
to  justify  the  opinion  expressed  by  her  daughter. 
Not  a  sound  was  audible  on  the  stairs.     Not  a 
word  more  was  uttered  in  the  room.     Benjulia 
had  taken  the  child's  place  at  the  window.     He 
sat  there  thinking.     Carmina  had  suggested  to 
him  some  new  ideas,  relating  to  the  intricate 
connection   between  human   faith  and  human 
happiness.     Slowly,  slowly,  the  clock  recorded 
the  lapse  of  the  minutes.     Carmina's  nervous 
anxiety  began  to  forecast  disaster  to  the  absent 
nurse.      She  took  Teresa's  telegram  from  her 
pocket,  and  consulted  it  again.     There  was  no 
mistake ;  six  o'clock  was  the  time  named  for 
the  traveller's  arrival — and  it  was  close  on  ten 
minutes  past  the   hour.     In  her  ignorance  of 
railway  arrangements,  she  took  it  for  granted 
that   trains   were   punctual.     But  her  reading 
had  told  her  that  trains  were  subject  to  acci- 
dent.    '  I  suppose  delays  occur,'  she   said    to 
Benjulia,  '  without  danger  to  the  passengers  ? ' 
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Before  he  could  answer — Mrs.  Gallilee 
suddenly  entered  the  room. 

She  had  opened  the  door  so  softly,  that  she 
took  them  both  by  surprise.  To  Carmina's  ex- 
cited imagination,  she  glided  into  their  presence 
like  a  ghost.  Her  look  and  manner  showed 
serious  agitation,  desperately  suppressed.  In 
certain  places,  the  paint  and  powder  on  her 
face  had  cracked,  and  revealed  the  furrows  and 
wrinkles  beneath.  Her  hard  eyes  glittered ; 
her  laboured  breathing  was  audible. 

Indifferent  to  all  demonstrations  of  emotion 
which  did  not  scientifically  concern  him,  Ben- 
julia  quietly  rose  and  advanced  towards  her. 
She  seemed  to  be  unconscious  of  his  presence. 
He  spoke — allowing  her  to  ignore  him  without 
troubling  himself  to  notice  her  temper.  '  When 
you  are  able  to  attend  to  me,  I  want  to 
speak  to  you.  Shall  I  wait  downstairs  ? '  He 
took  his  hat  and  stick — to  leave  the  room  ; 
looked  at  Carmina  as  he  passed  her;  and  at 
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once  went  back  to  his  place  at  the  window. 
Her  aunt's  silent  and  sinister  entrance  had 
frightened  her.  Benjulia  waited,  in  the  in- 
terests of  physiology,  to  see  how  the  new 
nervous  excitement  would  end. 

Thus  far,  Mrs.  Gallilee  had  kept  one  of  her 
hands  hidden  behind  her.  She  advanced  close 
to  Carniina,  and  allowed  her  hand  to  be  seen. 
It  held  an  open  letter.  She  shook  the  letter  in 
her  niece's  face. 

In  the  position  which  Mrs.  Gallilee  now 
occupied,  Carmina  was  hidden,  for  the  moment, 
from  Benjulia's  view.  Biding  his  time  at  the 
window,  he  looked  out. 

A  cab,  with  luggage  on  it,  had  just  drawn 
up  at  the  house. 

Was  this  the  old  nurse  who  had  been  ex- 
pected to  arrive  at  six  o'clock  ? 

The  footman  came  out  to  open  the  cab-door. 
He  was  followed  by  Mr.  Gallilee,  eager  to  help 
the  person  inside  to  alight.    The  traveller  proved 
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to  be  a  grey-headed  woman,  shabbily  dressed. 
Mr.  Gallilee  cordially  shook  hands  with  her— 
patted  her  on  the  shoulder — gave  her  his 
arm — led  her  into  the  house.  The  cab  with 
the  luggage  on  it  remained  at  the  door.  The 
nurse  had  evidently  not  reached  the  end  of  her 
journey  yet. 

Carmina  shrank  back  on  the  sofa,  when  the 
leaves  of  the  letter  touched  her  face.     Mrs. 
Gallilee's   first   words  were  now  spoken,  in  a 
whisper.     The  inner  fury  of  her  anger,  strug- 
gling for  a  vent,  began  to   get  the   better  of 
her — she  gasped  for  breath  and  speech. 
'  Do  you  know  this  letter  ?  '  she  said. 
Carmina  looked  at  the  writing.     It  was  the 
letter  to  Ovid,  which  she  had  placed   in   the 
post-basket   that  afternoon ;   the   letter   which 
declared  that  she  could  no  longer  endure  his 
mother's   cold-blooded   cruelty,  and   that    she 
only  waited  Teresa's   arrival   to  join  him   at 
Quebec. 
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After  one  dreadful  moment  of  confusion, 
her  mind  realised  the  outrage  implied  in  the 
stealing  and  reading  of  her  letter. 

In  the  earlier  time  of  Carmina's  sojourn  in 
the  house,  Mrs.    Gallilee   had  accused   her  of 
deliberate  deceit.     She  had  instantly  resented 
the   insult   by  leaving   the   room.     The  same 
spirit    in    her — the    finely-strung    spirit    that 
vibrates  unfelt  in  gentle  natures,  while  they  live 
in    peace — steadied    those    quivering    nerves, 
roused   that    failing    courage.      She    met   the 
furious  eyes  fixed  on  her,  without  shrinking ; 
she  spoke  gravely  and  firmly.     '  The  letter  is 
mine,'  she  said.     '  How  did  you  come  by  it  ?  ' 
'  How  dare  you  ask  me  ?  ' 
'  How  dare  you  steal  my  letter  ?  ' 
Mrs.  Gallilee  tore  open  the  fastening  of  her 
dress   at  the    throat,   to  get   breath.      '  You 
impudent  bastard ! '  she  burst  out,  in  a  frenzy 
of  rage. 

Waiting  patiently  at  the  window,  Benjulia 
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heard  her.     '  Hold  your  damned  tongue  ! '  he 
cried.     '  She's  your  niece.' 

Mrs.  Gallilee  turned  on  him:  her  fury 
broke  into  a  screaming  laugh.  '  My  niece  ?  ' 
she  repeated.  '  You  lie — and  you  know  it ! 
She's  the  child  of  an  adulteress !  She's  the 
child  of  her  mother's  lover ! ' 

The  door  opened  as  those  horrible  words 
passed  her  lips.  The  nurse  and  her  husband 
entered  the  room. 

She  was  in  no  position  to  see  them :  she 
was  incapable  of  hearing  them.  The  demon 
in  her  urged  her  on  :  she  attempted  to  reiterate 
the  detestable  falsehood.  Her  first  word  died 
away  in  silence.  The  lean  brown  fingers  of 
the  Italian  woman  had  her  by  the  throat — held 
her  as  the  claws  of  a  tigress  might  have  held 
her.  Her  eyes  rolled  in  the  mute  agony  of  an 
appeal  for  help.  In  vain  !  in  vain  !  Not  a  cry, 
not  a  sound,  had  drawn  attention  to  the  attack. 
Her  husband's  eyes  were  fixed,  horror-struck, 
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on  the  victim  of  her  rage.  Benjulia  had  crossed 
the  room  to  the  sofa,  when  Carmina  heard  the 
words  spoken  of  her  mother.  From  that 
moment,  he  was  watching  the  case.  Mr. 
Gallilee  alone  looked  round — when  the  nurse 
tightened  her  hold  in  a  last  merciless  grasp; 
dashed  the  insensible  woman  on  the  floor ;  and, 
turning  back,  fell  on  her  knees  at  her  darling's 
feet. 

She  looked  up  in  Carmina's  face. 

A  ghastly  stare,  through  half-closed  eyes* 
showed  death  in  life,  blankly  returning  her 
look.  The  shock  had  struck  Carmina  with 
a  stony  calm.  She  had  not  started,  she  had 
not  swooned.  Eigid,  immovable,  there  she 
sat ;  voiceless  and  tearless  ;  insensible  even  to 
touch  ;  her  arms  hanging  down  ;  her  clenched 
hands  resting  on  either  side  of  her. 

Teresa  grovelled  and  groaned  at  her  feet. 
Those  ferocious  hands  that  had  laid  the  slan- 
derer prostrate  on  the  floor,    feebly  beat  her 
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bosom  and  her  gray  head.  '  Oh,  Saints  beloved 
of  God !  Oh,  blessed  Virgin,  mother  of  Christ, 
spare  my  child,  my  sweet  child  ! '  She  rose  in 
wild  despair — she  seized  Benjulia,  and  madly 
shook  him.  '  Who  are  you  ?  How  dare  you 
touch  her?  Give  her  to  me,  or  I'll  be  the 
death  of  you.  Oh,  my  Carmina,  is  it  sleep  that 
holds  you  ?     Wake  !  wake  !  wake ! ' 

'  Listen  to  me,'  said  Benjulia,  sternly. 

She  dropped  on  the  sofa  by  Carmina's  side, 
and  lifted  one  of  the  cold  clenched  hands  to 
her  lips.  The  tears  fell  slowly  over  her  haggard 
face.  '  I  am  very  fond  of  her,  sir,'  she  said 
humbly".  '  I'm  only  an  old  woman.  See  what 
a  dreadful  welcome  my  child  gives  to  me. 
It's  hard  on  an  old  woman — hard  on  an  old 
woman ! ' 

His  self-possession  was  not  disturbed — even 
by  this. 

'  Do  you  know  what  I  am  ?  '  he  asked.  '  I 
am  a  doctor.     Leave  her  to  me.' 
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'He's  a  doctor.  That's  good.  A  doctor's 
good.  Yes,  yes.  Does  the  old  man  know  this 
doctor — the  kind  old  man  ?  '  She  looked  va- 
cantly for  Mr.  Gallilee.  He  was  bending  over 
his  wife,  sprinkling  water  on  her  deathly  face. 

Teresa  got  on  her  feet,  and  pointed  to  Mrs. 
Gallilee.  '  The  breath  of  that  She-Devil  poisons 
the  air,'  she  said.  '  I  must  take  my  child  out 
of  it.  To  my  place,  sir,  if  you  please.  Only 
to  my  place.' 

She  attempted  to  lift  Carmina  from  the  sofa 
—and  drew  back,  breathlessly  watching  her. 
Her  rigid  face  faintly  relaxed ;  her  eyelids 
closed,  and  quivered. 

Mr.  Gallilee  looked  up  from  his  wife.  '  Will 
one  of  you  help  me  ? '  he  asked.  His  tone 
struck  Benjulia.  It  was  the  hushed  tone  of 
sorrow — no  more. 

'I'll  see  to  it  directly.'  With  that  reply, 
Benjulia  turned  to  Teresa.  'Where  is  your 
place  ? '  he  said.     '  Far  or  near  ?  ' 
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'  The  message,'  she  answered  confusedly. 
'  The  message  says.'  She  signed  to  him  to  look 
in  her  hand-bag — dropped  on  the  floor. 

He  found  Carmina's  telegram,  containing 
the  address  of  the  lodgings.  The  house  was 
close  by.  After  some  consideration,  he  sent 
the  nurse  into  the  bedroom,  with  instructions 
to  bring  him  the  blankets  off  the  bed.  In  the 
minute  that  followed,  he  examined  Mrs.  Gallilee. 
'  There's  nothing  to  be  frightened  about.  Let 
her  maid  attend  to  her.' 

Mr.  Gallilee  again  surprised  Benjulia.  He 
turned  from  his  wife,  and  looked  at  Carmina. 
'  For  God's  sake,  don't  leave  her  here ! '  he 
broke  out.  'After  what  she  has  heard,  this 
house  is  no  place  for  her.  Give  her  to  the  old 
nurse ! ' 

Benjulia  only  answered,  as  he  had  answered 
already — '  I'll  see  to  it.'  Mr.  Gallilee  per- 
sisted. '  Is  there  any  risk  in  moving  her  ?  '  he 
asked. 
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'It's  the  least  of  two  risks.  No  more 
questions !     Look  to  your  wife.' 

Mr.  Gallilee  obeyed  in  silence. 

When  he  lifted  his  head  again,  and  rose  to 
ring  the  bell  for  the  maid,  the  room  was  silent 
and  lonely.  A  little  pale  frightened  face  peeped 
out  through  the  bedroom  door.  Zo  ventured 
in.  Her  father  caught  her  in  his  arms,  and 
kissed  her  as  he  had  never  kissed  her  yet.  His 
eyes  were  wet  with  tears.  Zo  noticed  that  he 
never  said  a  word  about  mamma.  The  child 
saw  the  change  in  her  father,  as  Benjulia  had 
seen  it.  She  shared  one  human  feeling  with 
her  big  friend — she,  too,  was  surprised. 
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CHAPTER   XLVI. 

The  first  signs  of  reviving  life  had  begun  to 
appear,  when  Marceline  answered  the  bell.  In 
a  few  minutes  more,  it  was  possible  to  raise 
Mrs.  Gallilee,  and  to  place  her  on  the  sofa. 
Having  so  far  assisted  the  servant,  Mr.  Gallilee 
took  Zo  by  the  hand,  and  drew  back.  Daunted 
by  the  terrible  scene  which  she  had  witnessed 
from  her  hiding-place,  the  child  stood  by  her 
father's  side  in  silence.  The  two  waited  to- 
gether, watching  Mrs.  Gallilee. 

She  looked  wildly  round  the  room.  Dis- 
covering that  she  was  alone  with  the  members 
of  her  family,  she  became  composed  :  her  mind 
slowly  recovered  its  balance.  Her  first  thought 
was  for  herself. 
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'  Has  that  woman  disfigured  me  ? '  she  said 
to  the  maid. 

Knowing  nothing  of  what  had  happened, 
Marceline  was  at  a  loss  to  understand  her. 
'  Bring  me  a  glass,'  she  said.  The  maid  found 
a  hand-glass  in  the  bedroom,  and  presented  it 
to  her.  She  looked  at  herself — and  drew  a 
long  breath  of  relief.  That  first  anxiety  at  an 
end,  she  spoke  to  her  husband. 

'  Where  is  Carmina  ?  ' 

'  Out  of  the  house — thank  God  ! ' 

The  answer  seemed  to  bewilder  her :  she 
appealed  to  Marceline. 

'  Did  he  say,  thank  God  ?  ' 

'  Yes,  ma'am.' 

'  Can  you  tell  me  nothing  ?  Who  knows 
where  Carmina  has  gone  ?  ' 

'  Joseph  knows,  ma'am.  He  heard  Dr. 
Benjulia  give  the  address  to  the  cabman.' 
With  that  answer,  she  turned  anxiously  to  her 
master.     '  Is  Miss  Carmina  seriously  ill,  sir  ?  ' 
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Her  mistress  spoke  again,  before  Mr.  Gal- 
lilee  could  reply.  '  Marceline  !  send  Joseph  up 
here.' 

'  No,'  said  Mr.  Gallilee. 

His  wife  eyed  him  with  astonishment. 
'  Why  not  ? '    she  asked. 

He  said  quietly,  '  I  forbid  it.' 

Mrs.  Gallilee  addressed  herself  to  the  maid. 
'  Go  to  my  room,  and  bring  me  another  bonnet 
and  a  veil.  Stop ! '  She  tried  to  rise,  and 
sank  back.  '  I  must  have  something  to 
strengthen  me.     Get  the  sal  volatile.' 

Marceline  left  the  room.  Mr.  Gallilee 
followed  her  as  far  as  the  door — still  leading 
his  little  daughter. 

'Go  back,  my  dear,  to  your  sister  in  the 
schoolroom,'  he  said.  '  I  am  distressed,  Zo  ; 
be  a  good  girl,  and  you  will  console  me.  Say 
the  same  to  Maria.  It  will  be  dull  for  you,  I 
am  afraid.  Be  patient,  my  child,  and  try  to 
bear  it  for  a  while.' 
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'May  I  whisper  something?  '  said  Zo. 
'  Will  Carmina  die  ?  ' 

'  God  forbid ! ' 

'  Will  they  bring  her  back  here  ?  ' 

In  her  eagerness,  the  child  spoke  above  a 
whisper.  Mrs.  Gallilee  heard  the  question, 
and  answered  it. 

'  They  will  bring  Carmina  back,'  she  said, 
'  the  moment  I  can  get  out.' 

Zo  looked  at  her  father.  '  Do  you  say  that  ? ' 
she  asked. 

He  shook  his  head  gravely,  and  told  her 
again  to  go  to  the  schoolroom.  On  the  first 
landing  she  stopped,  and  looked  back.  'I'll 
be  good,  papa,'  she  said — and  went  on  up  the 
stairs. 

Having  reached  the  schoolroom,  she  be- 
came the  object  of  many  questions — not  one 
of  which  she  answered.  Followed  by  the  dog, 
she  sat  down  in  a  corner.  '  What  are  you 
thinking   about?'    her    sister   inquired.     This 
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time  she  was  willing  to  reply.     '  I'm  thinking 
about  Carmina.' 

Mr.  Gallilee  closed  the  door  when  Zo  left 
him.  He  took  a  chair,  without  speaking  to  his 
wife  or  looking  at  her. 

'  What  are  you  here  for  ?  '  she  asked. 

'  I  must  wait,'  he  said. 

'What  for?' 

'  To  see  what  you  do.' 

Marceline  returned,  and  administered  a  dose 
of  sal  volatile.  Strengthened  by  the  stimulant, 
Mrs.  Gallilee  was  able  to  rise.  '  My  head  is 
giddy,'  she  said,  as  she  took  the  maid's  arm ; 
'  but  I  think  I  can  get  downstairs  with  your 
help.' 

Mr.  Gallilee  silently  followed  them  out, 

At  the  head  of  the  stairs  the  giddiness 
increased.  Firm  as  her  resolution  might  be,  it 
gave  way  before  the  bodily  injury  which  Mrs. 
Gallilee  had  received.  Her  husband's  help 
was  again  needed  to  take  her  to  her  bedroom. 
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She  stopped  them  at  the  ante-chamber ;  still 
obstinately  bent  on  following  her  own  designs. 
'  I  shall  be  better  directly,'  she  said  ;  '  put  me 
on  the  sofa.'  Marceline  relieved  her  of  her 
bonnet  and  veil,  and  asked  respectfully  if  there 
was  any  other  service  required.  She  looked 
defiantly  at  her  husband,  and  reiterated  the 
order — '  Send  for  Joseph.'  Intelligent  resolu- 
tion is  sometimes  shaken ;  the  inert  obstinacy 
of  a  weak  creature,  man  or  animal,  is  im- 
movable. Mr.  Gallilee  dismissed  the  maid 
with  these  words :  '  You  needn't  wait,  my 
good  girl — I'll  speak  to  Joseph  myself,  down- 
stairs.' 

His  wife  heard  him  with  amazement  and 
contempt.  '  Are  you  in  your  right  senses  ?  ' 
she  asked. 

He  paused  on  his  way  out.  '  You  were 
always  hard  and  headstrong,'  he  said  sadly; 
'  I  knew  that.  A  cleverer  man  than  I  am 
might — I  suppose  it's  possible — a  clear-headed 
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man  might  have  found  out  how  wicked  you 
are.'  She  lay,  thinking ;  indifferent  to  any- 
thing he  could  say  to  her.  'Are  you  not 
ashamed  ? '  he  asked  wonderingly.  '  And  not 
even  sorry  ?  '  She  paid  no  heed  to  him.  He 
left  her. 

Descending  to  the  hall,  he  was  met  by 
Joseph.  'Doctor  Benjulia  has  come  back,  sir. 
He  wishes  to  see  you.' 

'  Where  is  he  ?  ' 

'  In  the  library.' 

'  Wait,  Joseph  ;  I  have  something  to  say  to 
you.  If  your  mistress  asks  where  they  have 
taken  Miss  Carmina,  you  mustn't — this  is  my 
order,  Joseph — you  mustn't  tell  her.  If  you 
have  mentioned  it  to  any  of  the  other  servants 
— it's  quite  likely  they  may  have  asked  you, 
isn't  it  ? '  he  said,  falling  into  his  old  habit  for  a 
moment.  'If  you  have  mentioned  it  to  the 
others,'  he  resumed,  '■they  mustn't  tell  her 
That's  all,  my  good  man ;  that's  all.' 
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To  his  own  surprise,  Joseph  found  himself 
regarding  his  master  with  a  feeling  of  respect. 
Mr.  Gallilee  entered  the  library. 

'  How  is  she  ?  '  he  asked,  eager  for  news  of 
Carmina. 

'  The  worse  for  being  moved,'  Benjulia 
replied.     '  What  about  your  wife  ?  ' 

Answering  that  question,  Mr.  Gallilee  men- 
tioned the  precautions  that  he  had  taken  to 
keep  the  secret  of  Teresa's  address. 

'  You  need  be  under  no  anxiety  about  that,' 
said  Benjulia.  '  I  have  left  orders  that  Mrs. 
Gallilee  is  not  to  be  admitted.  There  is  a 
serious  necessity  for  keeping  her  out.  In 
these  cases  of  partial  catalepsy,  there  is  no 
saying  when  the  change  may  come.  When  it 
does  come,  I  won't  answer  for  her  niece's 
reason,  if  those  two  see  each  other  again. 
Send  for  your  own  medical  man.  The  girl  is 
his  patient,  and  he  is  the  person  on  whom  the 
responsibility  rests.     Let  the  servant  take  my 
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card  to  him  directly.  We  can  meet  in  consul- 
tation at  the  house.' 

He  wrote  a  line  on  one  of  his  visiting  cards. 
It  was  at  once  sent  to  Mr.  Null. 

'  There's  another  matter  to  be  settled  before 
I  go,'  Benjulia  proceeded.  '  Here  are  some 
papers,  which  I  have  received  from  your 
lawyer,  Mr.  Mool.  They  relate  to  a  slander, 
which  your  wife  unfortunately  repeated -' 

Mr.  Gallilee  got  up  from  his  chair.  '  Don't 
take  my  mind  back  to  that — pray  don't !  '  he 
pleaded  earnestly.  '  I  can't  bear  it,  Doctor 
Benjulia — I  can't  bear  it !  Please  to  excuse 
my  rudeness  :  it  isn't  intentional — I  don't  know 
myself  what's  the  matter  with  me.  I've  always 
led  a  quiet  life,  sir  ;  I'm  not  fit  for  such  things 
as  these.  Don't  suppose  I  speak  selfishly.  I'll 
do  what  I  can,  if  you  will  kindly  spare  me.' 

He  might  as  well  have  appealed  to  the 
sympathy  of  the  table  at  which  they  were 
sitting.     Benjulia  was  absolutely  incapable  of 
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understanding  the  state  of  mind  which  those 
words  revealed. 

'  Can  you  take  these  papers  to  your  wife  ?  ' 
he  asked.  '  I  called  here  this  evening — being 
the  person  to  blame — to  set  the  matter  right. 
As  it  is,  I  leave  her  to  make  the  discovery  for 
herself.  I  desire  to  hold  no  more  communica- 
tion with  your  wife.  Have  you  anything  to 
say  to  me  before  I  go  ?  ' 

'  Only  one  thing.  Is  there  any  harm  in  my 
calling  at  the  house,  to  ask  how  poor  Carmiiia 
goes  on  ?  ' 

'  Ask  as  often  as  you  like — provided  Mrs. 
Gallilee  doesn't  accompany  you.  If  she's 
obstinate,  it  may  not  be  amiss  to  give  your 
wife  a  word  of  warning.  In  my  opinion,  the 
old  nurse  is  not  likely  to  let  her  off,  next 
time,  with  her  life.  I've  had  a  little  talk  with 
that  curious  foreign  savage.  I  said,  "  You 
have  committed,  what  we  consider  in  England, 
a  murderous  assault.     If  Mrs.  Gallilee  doesn't 
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mind  the  public  exposure,  you  may  find  your- 
self in  a  prison."  She  snapped  her  fingers  in 
my  face.  "  Suppose  I  find  myself  with  the 
hangman's  rope  round  my  neck,"  she  said, 
"  what  do  I  care,  so  long  as  Carmina  is  safe 
from  her  aunt  ?  "  After  that  pretty  answer, 
she  sat  down  by  the  girl's  bedside,  and  burst 
out  crying.' 

Mr.  Gallilee  listened  absently :  his  mind 
still  dwelt  on  Carmina. 

'  I  meant  well,'  he  said,  '  when  I  asked  you 
to  take  her  out  of  this  house.  It's  no  wonder  if 
/  was  wrong.  What  I  am  too  stupid  to  under- 
stand is — why  you  allowed  her  to  be  moved.' 

Benjulia  listened  with  a  grim  smile ;  Mr. 
Gallilee's  presumption  amused  him. 

'  I  wonder  whether  there  was  any  room 
left  for  memory,  when  nature  furnished  your 
narrow  little  head,'  he  answered  pleasantly. 
'  Didn't  I  say  that  moving  her  was  the  least  of 
two  risks  ?     And  haven't  I  just  warned  you  of 
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what  might  have  happened,  if  we  had  left  your 
wife  and  her  niece  together  in  the  same  house  ? 
When  I  do  a  thing  at  my  time  of  life,  Mr. 
Gallilee — don't  think  me  conceited — I  know 
why  I  do  it.' 

While  he  was  speaking  of  himself  in  these 
terms,  he  might  have  said  something  more. 
He  misfht  have  added,  that  his  dread  of  the 
loss  of  Carolina's  reason  really  meant  his  dread 
of  a  commonplace  termination  to  an  exception- 
ally interesting  case.  He  might  also  have 
acknowledged,  that  he  was  not  yielding  obedi- 
ence to  the  rules  of  professional  etiquette,  in 
confiding  the  patient  to  her  regular  medical 
attendant,  but  following  the  selfish  suggestions 
of  his  own  critical  judgment. 

His  experience,  brief  as  it  had  been,  had 

satisfied  him  that  stupid  Mr.  Null's  course  of 

action  could  be   trusted  to  let  the  instructive 

progress   of  the   malady   proceed.     Mr.    Null 

would   treat   the   symptoms   in    perfect   good 
VOL.  III.  f 
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faith — without    a    suspicion    of    the    nervous 
hysteria  which,  in  such  a  constitution  as  Car- 
mina's,  threatened  to  establish  itself,  in  course 
of  time,  as  the  hidden  cause.     These  motives — 
not  only  excused,  but  even  ennobled,  by  their 
scientific  connection  with  the  interests  of  Medical 
Eesearch — he  might  have  avowed,  under  more 
favourable    circumstances.     While    his    grand 
discovery  was  still  barely  within  reach,  Doctor 
Benjulia  stood  committed  to  a  system  of  dip- 
lomatic reserve,    which   even  included  simple 
Mr.  Gallilee. 

He  took  his  hat  and  stick,  and  walked  out 
into  the  hall.  '  Can  I  be  of  any  further  use  ?  ' 
he  asked  carelessly.  '  You  will  hear  about  the 
patient  from  Mr.  Null.' 

'  You  won't  desert  Carmina  ? '  said  Mr. 
Gallilee.  '  You  will  see  her  yourself,  from  time 
to  time — won't  you  ?  ' 

'  Don't  be  afraid  ;  I'll  look  after  her.'  He 
spoke  sincerely  in  saying  this.     Camilla's  case 
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had  already  suggested  new  ideas.  Even  the 
civilised  savage  of  modern  physiology  (where 
his  own  interests  are  concerned)  is  not  abso- 
lutely insensible  to  a  feeling  of  gratitude. 

Mr.  Gallilee  opened  the  door  for  him. 

4  By  the-bye,'  he  added,  as  he  stepped  out, 
'  what's  become  of  Zo  ?  ' 

'  She's  upstairs,  in  the  schoolroom. 

He  made  one  of  his  dreary  jokes.  '  Tell 
her,  when  she  wants  to  be  tickled  again,  to  let 
me  know.     Good-evening  ! ' 

Mr.  Gallilee  returned  to  the  upper  part  of 
the  house,  with  the  papers  left  by  Benjulia  in 
his  hand.  Arriving  at  the  dressing-room  door, 
he  hesitated.  The  papers  were  enclosed  in  a 
sealed  envelope,  addressed  to  his  wife.  Secured 
in  this  way  from  inquisitive  eyes,  there  was  no 
necessity  for  personally  presenting  them.  He 
went  on  to  the  schoolroom,  and  beckoned  to 
the  parlour-maid  to  come  out,  and  speak  to  him. 

F    2 
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Having  instructed  her  to  deliver  the  papers 
— telling  her  mistress  that  they  had  been  left 
at  the  house  by  Doctor  Benjulia — he  dismissed 
the  woman  from  duty.  '  You  needn't  return,' 
he  said ;  '  I'll  look  after  the  children  my- 
self 

Maria  was  busy  with  her  book  ;  and  even 
idle  Zo  was  employed  ! 

She  was  writing  at  her  own  inky  desk ;  and 
she  looked  up  in  confusion,  when  her  father 
appeared.  Unsuspicious  Mr.  Gallilee  took  it 
for  granted  that  his  favourite  daughter  was 
employed  on  a  writing  lesson — following  Maria's 
industrious  example  for  once.  '  Good  children  ! ' 
he  said,  looking  affectionately  from  one  to  the 
other.  '  I  won't  disturb  you  ;  go  on.'  He  took 
a  chair,  satisfied — comforted,  even — to  be  in 
the  same  room  with  the  girls. 

If  he  had  placed  himself  nearer  to  the 
desk,  he  might  have  seen  that  Zo  had  been 
thinking  of  Carmina  to  some  purpose. 
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What  could  she  do  to  make  her  friend  and 
playfellow  well  and  happy  again?  There  was 
the  question  which  Zo  asked  herself,  after 
having  seen  Carmina  carried  insensible  out  of 
the  room. 

Possessed  of  that  wonderful  capacity  for 
minute  observation  of  the  elder  persons  about 
them,  which  is  one  among  the  many  baffling 
mysteries  presented  by  the  minds  of  children, 
Zo  had  long  since  discovered  that  the  member 
of  the  household,  preferred  to  all  others  by 
Carmina,  was  the  good  brother  who  had  gone 
away  and  left  them.  In  his  absence,  she  was 
always  talking  of  him — and  Zo  had  seen  her 
kiss  his  photograph  before  she  put  it  back  in 
the  case. 

Dwelling  on  these  recollections,  the  child's 
slowly- working  mental  process  arrived  more 
easily  than  usual  at  the  right  conclusion.  The 
way  to  make  Carmina  well  and  happy  again, 
was   to   bring   Ovid   back.     One   of  the   two 
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envelopes  which  he  had  directed  for  her  still 
remained — waiting  for  the  letter  which  might 
say  to  him,  '  Come  home  ! ' 

Zo  determined  to  write  that  letter — and  to 
do  it  at  once. 

She  might  have  confided  this  design  to  her 
father  (the  one  person  besides  Carmina  who 
neither  scolded  her  nor  laughed  at  her)  if 
Mr.  Gallilee  had  distinguished  himself  by  his 
masterful  position  in  the  house.  But  she  had 
seen  him,  as  everybody  else  had  seen  him, 
'  afraid  of  mamma.'  The  doubt  whether  he 
might  not  '  tell  mamma,'  decided  her  on  keep- 
ing her  secret.  As  the  event  proved,  the  one 
person  who  informed  Ovid  of  the  terrible 
necessitv  that  existed  for  his  return,  was  the 
little  sister  whom  it  had  been  his  last  kind 
effort  to  console  when  he  left  England. 

When  Mr.  Gallilee  entered  the  room,  Zo 
had  just  reached  the  end  of  her  letter.  Her 
system   of  composition   excluded  capitals  and 
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stops ;  and  reduced  all  the  words  in  the 
English  language,  by  a  simple  process  of  abridg- 
ment, to  words  of  one  syllable. 

'  dear  ov  you  come  back  car  is  ill  she  wants 
you  be  quick  be  quick  don't  say  i  writ  this  miss 
min  is  gone  i  hate  books  i  like  you  zo.' 

With  the  pen  still  in  her  hand,  the  wary 
writer  looked  round  at  her  father.  She  had 
her  directed  envelope  (sadly  crumpled)  in  her 
pocket ;  but  she  was  afraid  to  take  it  out. 
'  Maria,'  she  thought,  '  would  know  what  to  do 
in  my  place.     Horrid  Maria ! ' 

Fortune,  using  the  affairs  of  the  household 
as  an  instrument,  befriended  Zo.  In  a  minute 
more  her  opportunity  arrived.  The  parlour- 
maid unexpectedly  returned.  She  addressed 
Mr.  Gallilee  with  the  air  of  mystery  in  which 
English  servants,  in  possession  of  a  message, 
especially  delight.  '  If  you  please,  sir,  Joseph 
wishes  to  speak  to  you.' 
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'Where  is  he?' 

'  Outside,  sir.' 

'  Tell  him  to  come  in.' 

Thanks  to  the  etiquette  of  the  servants'  hall 
— which  did  not  permit  Joseph  to  present  him- 
self, voluntarily,  in  the  regions  above  the 
drawing-room,  without  being  first  represented 
by  an  ambassadress — attention  was  now  di- 
verted from  the  children.  Zo  folded  her  letter, 
enclosed  it  in  the  envelope,  and  hid  it  in  her 
pocket. 

Joseph  appeared.  'I  beg  your  pardon,  sir, 
I  don't  quite  know  whether  I  ought  to  disturb 
my  mistress.  Mr.  Le  Frank  has  called,  and 
asked  if  he  can  see  her.' 

Mr.  Gallilee  consulted  the  parlour-maid. 
'  Was  your  mistress  asleep  when  I  sent  you  to 
her?' 

'  No,  sir.  She  told  me  to  bring  her  a  cup 
of  tea.' 

On    those    rare    former    occasions,    when 
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Mrs.  Gallilee  had  been  ill,  her  attentive 
husband  never  left  it  to  the  servants  to 
consult  her  wishes.  That  time  had  gone  by 
for  ever. 

'  Tell  your   mistress,  Joseph,  that  Mr.  Le 
Frank  is  here.' 
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CHAPTEE  XLVII. 

The  slander  on  which  Mrs.  Gallilee  had 
reckoned,  as  a  means  of  separating  Ovid  and 
Carmina,  was  now  a  slander  refuted  by  unan- 
swerable proof.  And  the  man  whose  exertions 
had  achieved  this  result,  was  her  own  lawyer — 
the  agent  whom  she  had  designed  to  employ,  in 
asserting  that  claim  of  the  guardian  over  the 
ward  which  Teresa  had  defied. 

As  a  necessary  consequence,  the  relations 
between  Mr.  Mool  and  herself  were  already  at 
an  end. 

There  she  lay  helpless — her  authority  set  at 
naught ;  her  person  outraged  by  a  brutal  attack 
— there   she   lay,    urged    to   action   by   every 
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reason  that  a  resolute  woman  could  have  for 
asserting  her  power,  and  avenging  her  wrong — 
without  a  creature  to  take  her  part,  without  an 
accomplice  to  serve  her  purpose. 

She  got  on  her  feet,  with  the  resolution  of 
despair.  Her  heart  sank — the  room  whirled 
round  her — she  dropped  back  on  the  sofa.  In 
a  recumbent  position,  the  giddiness  subsided. 
She  could  ring  the  hand-bell  on  the  table  at  her 
side.  '  Send  instantly  for  Mr.  Null,'  she  said  to 
the  maid.  '  If  he  is  out,  let  the  messenger 
follow  him,  wherever  he  may  be.' 

The  messenger  came  back  with  a  note.  Mr. 
Null  would  call  on  Mrs.  Gallilee  as  soon  as 
possible.  He  was  then  engaged  in  attendance 
on  Miss  Carmina. 

At  that  discovery,  Mrs.  Gallilee's  last  re- 
serves of  independent  resolution  gave  way. 
The  services  of  her  own  medical  attendant  were 
only  at  her  disposal,  when  Carmina  had  done 
with  him  !    At  the  top  of  his  letter  the  address, 
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which  she  had  thus  far  tried  vainly  to  discover, 
stared  her  in  the  face  :  the  house  was  within 
live  minutes'  walk — and  she  was  not  even  able 
to  cross  the  room !  For  the  first  time  in  her 
life,  Mrs.  Gallilee's  imperious  spirit  acknow- 
ledged defeat.  For  the  first  time  in  her  life,  she 
asked  herself  the  despicable  question  :  Who 
can  I  find  to  help  me  ? 

Someone  knocked  at  the  door. 

'  Who  is  it  ?  '  she  cried. 

Joseph's  voice  answered  her.  'Mr.  Le 
Frank  has  called,  ma'am — and  wishes  to  know 
if  you  can  see  him.' 

She  never  stopped  to  think.  She  never 
even  sent  for  the  maid  to  see  to  her  personal 
appearance.  The  horror  of  her  own  helpless- 
ness drove  her  on.  Here  was  the  man,  whose 
timely  betrayal  of  Carmina  had  stopped  her  on 
her  way  to  Ovid,  in  the  nick  of  time  !  Here 
was  the  self-devoted  instrument,  waiting  to  be 
employed. 


HEART  AND   SCIENCE.  77 

'  I'll  see  Mr.  Le  Frank,'  she  said.  '  Show 
him  up.' 

The  music-master  looked  round  the  ob- 
scurely lit  room,  and  bowed  to  the  recumbent 
figure  on  the  sofa. 

'  I  fear  I  disturb  you,  madam,  at  an  incon- 
venient time.' 

'  I  am  suffering  from  illness,  Mr.  Le 
Frank ;  but  I  am  able  to  receive  you — as  you 
see.' 

She  stopped  there.  Now,  when  she  saw 
him,  and  heard  him,  some  perverse  hesitation 
in  her  began  to  doubt  him.  Now,  when  it 
was  too  late,  she  weakly  tried  to  put  herself  on 
her  guard.  What  a  decay  of  energy  (she  felt 
it  herself)  in  the  ready  and  resolute  woman, 
equal  to  any  emergency  at  other  times  !  '  To 
what  am  I  to  attribute  the  favour  of  your 
visit?'  she  resumed. 

Even  her  voice  failed  her :  it  faltered  in  spite 
of  her  efforts  to    steady  it.     Mr.   Le  Frank's 
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vanity  drew  its    own    encouraging  conclusion 
from  this  one  circumstance. 

'  I  am  anxious  to  know  how  I  stand  in  your 
estimation,' he  replied.  'Early  this  evening,  I 
left  a  few  lines  here,  enclosing  a  letter — with 
my  compliments.  Have  you  received  the 
letter  ? ' 

'Yes.' 

'  Have  you  read  it  ?  ' 

Mrs.  Gallilee  hesitated.  Mr.  Le  Frank 
smiled. 

'  I  won't  trouble  you,  madam,  for  any  more 
direct  reply,'  he  said  ;  '  I  will  speak  plainly. 
Be  so  good  as  to  tell  me  plainly,  on  your  side, 
which  I  am — a  man  who  has  disgraced  himself 
by  stealing  a  letter  ?  or  a  man  who  has  distin- 
guished himself  by  doing  you  a  service  ? ' 

An  unpleasant  alternative,  neatly  defined ! 
To  disavow  Mr.  Le  Frank  or  to  use  Mr.  Le 
Frank — there  was  the  case  for  Mrs.  Gallilee's 
consideration.     She  was  incapable  of  pronounc- 
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ing  judgment  ;  the  mere  effort  of  decision, 
after  what  she  had  suffered,  fatigued  and  irri- 
tated her.  '  I  can't  deny,'  she  said,  with 
weary  resignation,  '  that  you  have  done  me  a 
service.' 

He  rose,  and  made  a  generous  return  for 
the  confidence  that  had  been  placed  in  him — 
he  repeated  his  magnificent  bow,  and  sat  down 
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'  Our  position  towards  each  other  seems  too 
plain  to  be  mistaken,'  he  proceeded.  '  Your 
niece's  letter — perfectly  useless  for  the  purpose 
with  which  I  opened  it — offers  me  a  means  of 
being  even  with  Miss  Carmina,  and  a  chance  of 
being  useful  to  You.  Shall  I  begin  by  keeping 
an  eye  on  the  young  lady  ?  ' 

'  Is  that  said,  Mr.  Le  Frank,  out  of  devotion 
to  me  ? ' 

'  My  devotion  to  you  might  wear  out,'  he 
answered  audaciously.  '  You  may  trust  my 
feeling   towards    your  niece    to   last — I  never 
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forget  an  injury.  Is  it  indiscreet  to  inquire 
how  you  mean  to  keep  Miss  Carmina  from 
joining  her  lover  in  Quebec?  Does  a  guar- 
dian's authority  extend  to  locking  her  up  in 
her  room  ? ' 

Mrs.  Gallilee  felt  the  underlying  familiarity 
in  these  questions — elaborately  concealed  as  it 
was  under  an  assumption  of  respect. 

'  My  niece  is  no  longer  in  my  house,'  she 
answered  coldly. 

'  Gone  ! '  cried  Mr.  Le  Frank. 

She  corrected  the  expression.  '  Eemoved,' 
she  said,  and  dropped  the  subject  there. 

Mr.  Le  Frank  took  the  subject  up  again. 
'  Eemoved,  I  presume,  under  the  care  of  her 
nurse? '  he  rejoined. 

The  nurse  ?     What  did  he  know  about  the 

nurse?       'May    I    ask ?'    Mrs.    Gallilee 

began. 

He  smiled  indulgently,  and  stopped  her 
there.     '  You  arc  not   quite  yourself  tc-night,' 
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he  said.  '  Permit  ine  to  remind  you  that  your 
niece's  letter  to  Mr.  Ovid  Vere  is  explicit,  and 
that  I  took  the  liberty  of  reading  it  before  I 
left  it  at  your  house.' 

Mrs.  Gallilee  listened  in  silence,  conscious 
that  she  had  committed  another  error.  She 
had  carefully  excluded  from  her  confidence  a 
man  who  was  already  in  possession  of  her 
secrets  !  Mr.  Le  Frank's  courteous  sympathy 
forbade  him  to  take  advantage  of  the  position 
of  superiority  which  he  now  held.    r 

'  I  will  do  myself  the  honour  of  calling 
again,'  he  said,  '  when  you  are  better  able  to 
place  the  right  estimate  on  my  humble  offers  of 
service.  I  wouldn't  fatigue  you,  Mrs.  Gallilee, 
for  the  world !  At  the  same  time,  permit  me 
to  put  one  last  question  which  ought  not  to  be 
delayed.  When  Miss  Carmina  left  you,  did 
she  take  away  her  writing-desk  and  her 
keys  ? ' 

'No.' 

VOL.  III.  G 
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'Allow  me  to  suggest  that  she  may  send 
for  them  at  any  moment.' 

Before  it  was  possible  to  ask  for  an  ex- 
planation, Joseph  presented  himself  again. 
Mr.  Null  was  waiting  downstairs.  Mrs.  Galli- 
lee  arranged  that  he  should  be  admitted  when 
she  rang  her  bell.  Mr.  Le  Frank  approached 
the  sofa,  when  they  were  alone,  and  returned 
to  his  suggestion  in  a  whisper. 

'  Surely,  you  see  the  importance  of  using 
your  niece's  keys  ?  '  he  resumed.  '  We  don't 
know  what  correspondence  may  have  been 
going  on,  in  which  the  nurse  and  the  governess 
have  been  concerned.  After  we  have  already 
intercepted  a  letter,  hesitation  is  absurd  !  You 
are  not  equal  to  the  effort  yourself.  I  know 
the  room.  Don't  be  afraid  of  discovery ;  I 
have  a  naturally  soft  footfall — and  my  excuse 
is  ready,  if  somebody  else  has  a  soft  footfall 
too.     Leave  it  to  me.' 

He  lit  a  candle  as  he  spoke.     But  for  that 
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allusion  to  the  nurse,  Mrs.  Gallilee  might  have 
ordered  him  to  blow  it  out  again.  Eager  for 
any  discovery  which  might,  by  the  barest 
possibility,  place  Teresa  at  her  mercy,  she 
silently  submitted  to  Mr.  Le  Frank.  '  I'll  call 
to-morrow,'  he  said — and  slipped  out  of  the 
room. 

When  Mr.  Null  was  announced,  Mrs.  Gal- 
lilee pushed  up  the  shade  over  the  globe  of  the 
lamp.  Her  medical  attendant's  face  might  be 
worth  observing,  under  a  clear  light. 

His  timid  look,  his  confused  manner,  when 
he  made  the  conventional  apologies,  told  her  at 
once  that  Teresa  had  spoken,  and  that  he  knew 
what  had  happened.  Even  he  had  never 
before  been  so  soothing  and  so  attentive.  But 
he  forgot,  or  he  was  afraid,  to  consult  appear- 
ances by  asking  what  was  the  matter,  before 
he  felt  the  pulse,  and  took  the  temperature, 
and  wrote  his  prescription.  Not  a  word  was 
uttered  by  Mrs.  Gallilee,  until  the  medical  for- 

&  2 
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rnalities  came  to  an  end.     '  Is  there  anything 
more  that  I  can  do  ? '  he  asked.  : 

'  Yon  can  tell  me,'  she  said,  '  when  I  shall 
be  well  again.' 

1  ":  Mr.  Null  was  polite ;  Mr.  Null  was  sym- 
pathetic. Mrs.  Gallilee  might  be  herself  again 
in  a  day  or  two — or  Mrs.  Gallilee  might  be 
unhappily  confined  to  her  room  for  some  little 
"time.  He  had  hope  in  his  prescription,  and 
hope  in  perfect  quiet  and  repose — he  would 
suggest  the  propriety  of  going  to  bed  at  once, 
and  would  not  fail  to  call  early  the  next 
morning. 

'  Sit  down  again,'  said  Mrs.  Gallilee. 

Mr.  Null  turned  pale.  He  foresaw  what 
was  coming.' 

'You  have  been  in  attendance  on  Miss 
Carmina.  I  wish  to  know  what  her  ill- 
ness is.'  '    "  ; 

Mr.  Null  began  to  prevaricate  at  the  outset. 
'  The   case   causes    us   serious    anxiety.     The 
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complications  are  formidable.     Doctor  Benjulia 
himself '  ,     .      ,  .    r   -,.    ,     . 

'  In  plain  words,  Mr.  Null,  can  she  .  be 
moved  ?',      .  ■         .    •  -..  ,,..-> 

,    This   produced  a  definite  answer.     '  Quite 
impossible.'  -1 

She  only  ventured  to  put  her  next  question 
after  waiting  a  little  to  control  herself.       '    > 

'Is  that  foreign  woman,  the  nurse — the  only 
nurse — in  attendance  ?  ' 

'  Don't  speak  of  her,  Mrs.  Gallilee !  A 
dreadful  woman ;  coarse,  furious,  a  perfect 
savage.    When  I  suggested  a  second  nurse ' 

'  I  understand.  You  asked  just  now  if  you 
could  do  anything  for  me.  "  You  can  do  me  a 
great  service — you  can  recommend  me  a  trust- 
worthy lawyer.'  ( 

Mr.  Null  was  surprised.  As  the  old  medical 
attendant  of  the  family,  he  was  not/unac- 
quainted  with  the  legal  adviser.  He  mentioned 
Mr.  Mool's  name. 
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'  Mr.  Mool  has  forfeited  my  confidence,' 
Mrs.  Gallilee  announced.  '  Can  you,  or  can 
you  not,  recommend  a  lawyer  ?  ' 

'  Oh,  certainly  !     My  own  lawyer.' 

'  You  will  find  writing  materials  on  the 
table  behind  me.  I  won't  keep  you  more  than 
five  minutes.  I  want  you  to  write  from  my 
dictation.' 

'My  dear  lady,  in  your  present  condi- 
tion  ' 

'  Do  as  I  tell  you  !  My  head  is  quiet  while 
I  lie  down.  Even  a  woman  in  my  condition 
can  say  what  she  means  to  do.  I  shall  not 
close  my  eyes  to-night,  unless  I  can  feel  that  I 
have  put  that  wretch  in  her  right  place.  Who 
are  your  lawyers  ?  ' 

Mr.  Null  mentioned  the  names,  and  took 
up  his  pen. 

'  Introduce  me  in  the  customary  form,' 
Mrs.  Gallilee  proceeded  ;  '  and  then  refer  the 
lawyers  to  my  brother's  Will.     Is  it  done? ' 
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In  due  time  it  was  done. 

'  Tell  them  next,  how  my  niece  has  been 
taken  away  from  me,  and  where  she  has  been 
taken  to.' 

To  the  best  of  his  ability,  Mr.  Null 
complied. 

'  Now,'  said  Mrs.  Gallilee,  '  write  what  I 
mean  to  do  ! ' 

The  prospect  of  being  revenged  on  Teresa 
revived  her.  For  the  moment,  at  least,  she 
almost  looked  like  herself  again. 

Mr.  Null  turned  over  to  a  new  leaf,  with  a 
hand  that  trembled  a  little.  The  dictating 
voice  pronounced  these  words  : 

'  I  forbid  the  woman  Teresa  to  act  in  the 
capacity  of  nurse  to  Miss  Carmina,  and  even  to 
enter  the  room  in  which  that  young  lady  is 
now  lying  ill.  I  further  warn  this  person,  that 
my  niece  will  be  restored  to  my  care,  the 
moment  her  medical  attendants  allow  her  to  be 
removed.     And  I  desire  my  legal  advisers  to 
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assert  my   authority,  as   guardian,  to-morrow 
morning.' 

Mr.  Null  finished  his  task  in  silent  dismay 
He  took  out  his  handkerchief  and  wiped  his 
forehead. 

'  Is  there  any  very  terrible  effort  required 
in  saying  those  few  words — even  to  a  shattered 
creature  like  me  ?  '  Mrs.  Gallilee  asked  bitterly  - 
'Let  me  hear  that  the  lawyers^ have  got  their 
instructions,  when  you  come  to-morrow ;  and 
give  me  the  name  and  address  of  a  nurse 
whom  you  can  thoroughly  recommend.  Good- 
night ! ' 

At  last,  Mr.  Null  got  away.  As  he  softly 
closed  the  dressing-room  door,  the  serious 
question  still  dwelt  on  his  mind  :  What  would 
Teresa  do  ? 
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CHAPTEE  XLVIIL 

Even  in  the  welcome  retirement  of  the  school- 
room, Mr.  Gallilee's  mind  was  not  at  ease.  He 
was  troubled  by  a  question  entirely  new  to  him 
— the  question  of  himself,  in  the  character  of 
husband  and  father. 

Accustomed  through  long  years  of  conjugal 
association  to  look  up  to  his  wife  as  a  superior 
creature,  he  was  now  conscious  that  her  place  in 
his  estimation  had  been  lost,  beyond  recovery  - 
If  he  considered  next  what  ought  to  be  done 
with  Maria  and  Zo,  he  only  renewed  his  per- 
plexity and  distress.  To  leave  them  (as  he  had 
hitherto  left  them)  absolutely  submitted  to  their 
mother's  authority,  was  to  resign  his  children  to 
the  influence  of  a  woman,  who  had  ceased  to  be 


go  HEART  AND   SCIENCE. 

the  object  of  his  confidence  and  respect.  He 
pondered  over  it  in  the  schoolroom ;  he  pon- 
dered over  it  when  he  went  to  bed.  On  the 
next  morning,  he  arrived  at  a  conclusion  in  the 
nature  of  a  compromise.  He  decided  on 
applying  to  his  good  friend,  Mr.  Mool,  for  a 
word  of  advice. 

His  first  proceeding  was  to  call  at  Teresa's 
lodgings,  in  the  hope  of  hearing  better  news  of 
Carmina. 

The  melancholy  report  of  her  was  expressed 
in  two  words :  No  change.  He  was  so  dis- 
tressed that  he  asked  to  see  the  landlady ;  and 
tried,  in  his  own  helpless  kindhearted  Avay,  to 
get-  a  little  hopeful  information  by  asking 
questions — useless  questions,  repeated  over  and 
over  again  in  futile  changes  of  words.  The 
landlady  was  patient :  she  respected  the  undis- 
guised grief  of  the  gentle  modest  old  man  ;  but 
she  held  to  the  hard  truth.     The  one  possible 
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answer  was  the  answer  which  her  servant  had 
already  given.  When  she  followed  him  out,  to 
open  the  door,  Mr.  Gallilee  requested  permission 
to  wait  a  moment  in  the  hall.  '  If  you  will 
allow  me,  ma'am,  I'll  wipe  my  eyes  before  I  go 
into  the  street.' 

Arriving  at  the  office  without  an  appoint- 
ment, he  found  the  lawyer  engaged.  A  clerk 
presented  to  him  a  slip  of  paper,  with  a  line 
written  by  Mr.  Mool :  '  Is  it  anything  of 
importance  ?  '  Simple  Mr.  Gallilee  wrote  back  : 
*  Oh,  dear,  no  ;  it's  only  me  !  I'll  call  again.' 
Besides  his  critical  judgment  in  the  matter  of 
champagne,  this  excellent  man  possessed  another 
accomplishment — a  beautiful  handwriting.  Mr. 
Mool,  discovering  a  crooked  line  and  some  ill- 
formed  letters  in  the  reply,  drew  his  own  con- 
clusions. He  sent  word  to  his  old  friend  to 
wait. 

In  ten  minutes  more  they  were  together, 
and  the  lawyer  was  informed  of  the  events  that 
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had  followed  the  visit  of  Benjulia  to  Fairfield 
Gardens,  on  the  previous  day. 

For  a  while,  the  two  men  sat  silently  medi- 
tating— daunted  by  the  prospect  before  them. 
When  the  time  came  for  speaking,  they  exer- 
cised an  influence  over  each  other,  of  which 
both  were  alike  unconscious.  Out  of  their 
common  horror  of  Mrs.  Gallilee's  conduct,  and 
their  common  interest  in  Carmina,  they  inno- 
cently achieved  between  them  the  creation  of 
one  resolute  man. 

- ,,  '  My  dear  Gallilee,  this   is  a  very  serious 
thing.' 

'  My  dear  Moo],  I  feel  it  so — or  I  shouldn't 
have  disturbed  you.' 

'  Don't  talk  of  disturbing  me  !  I  see  so  many 
complications  ahead  of  us,  I  hardly  know  where 
to  begin.' 

'  Just  my  case !  It's  a  comfort  to  me  that 
you  feel  it  as  I  do.' 

Mr.  Mool  rose  and  tried  walking  up  and 
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down  his  room,  as  a  means  of  stimulating  his 
ingenuity. 

'  There's  this  poor  young  lady,'  he  resumed. 
'  If  she  gets  better ' 

'  Don't  put  it  in  that  way ! '  Mr.  Gallilee 
interposed.  '  It  sounds  as  if  you  doubted  her 
ever  getting  well — you  see  it  yourself  in  that 
light,  don't  you  ?  Be  a  little  more  positive, 
Mool,  in  mercy  to  me.' 

'  By  all  means,'  Mr.  Mool  agreed.  '  Let  us 
say,  when  she  gets  better.  But  the  difficulty 
meets  us,  all  the  same.  If  Mrs.  Gallilee  claims 
her  right,  what  are  we  to  do  ?  ' 

Mr.  Gallilee  rose  in  his  turn,  and  took  a 
walk  up  and  down  the  room.  That  well- 
meant  experiment  only  left  him  feebler  than 
ever. 

'  What  possessed  her  brother  to  make  her 

1 

Carmina's  guardian?'  he  asked — with  the 
nearest  approach  to  irritability  of  which  he  was 
capable. 
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The  lawyer  was  busy  with  his  own 
thoughts.  He  only  enlightened  Mr.  Gallilee 
after  the  question  had  been  repeated. 

'  I  had  the  sincerest  regard  for  Mr.  Eobert 
Graywell,'  he  said.  '  A  better  husband  and 
father — and  don't  let  me  forget  it,  a  more 
charming  artist — never  lived.  But,'  said  Mr. 
Mool,  with  the  air  of  one  strong-minded  man 
appealing  to  another  :  '  weak,  sadly  weak.  If 
you  will  allow  me  to  say  so,  your  wife's  self- 
asserting  way — well,  it  was  so  unlike  her 
brother's  way,  that  it  had  its  effect  on  him  !  If 
Lady  Northlake  had  been  a  little  less  quiet  and 
retiring,  the  matter  might  have  ended  in  a  very 
different  manner.  As  it  was  (I  don't  wish  to 
put  the  case  offensively)  Mrs.  Gallilee  imposed 
on  him — and  there  she  is,  in  authority,  under 
the  Will.  Let  that  be.  We  must  protect  this 
poor  girl.  We  must  act !  '  cried  Mr.  Mool  with 
a  burst  of  energy. 

'  We  must  act ! '  Mr.   Gallilee  repeated — 
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and  feebly  clenched  his  fist,  and  softly  struck 
the  table*. 

'  I  think  I  have  an  idea,'  the  lawyer  pro- 
ceeded ;  '  suggested  by  something  said  to  me 
by  Miss  Carmina  herself.  May  I  ask  if  you  are 
in  her  confidence  ?  ' 

Mr.  Gallilee's  face  brightened  at  this. 
'  Certainly,'  he  answered.  '  I  always  kiss  her 
when  we  say  good-night,  and  kiss  her  again 
when  we  say  good-morning.' 

This  proof  of  his  friend's  claims  as  Carmina's 
chosen  adviser,  seemed  rather  to  surprise  Mr. 
Mool.     '  Did  she  ever  hint  at  an  idea  of  hasten 
ing  her  marriage  ?  '  he  inquired. 

Plainly  as  the  question  was  put,  it  tho- 
roughly puzzled  Mr.  Gallilee.  His  honest  face 
answered  for  him — he  was  not  in  Carmina's 
confidence.     Mr.  Mool  returned  to  his  idea. 

'  The  one  thing  we  can  do,'  he  said,  '  is  to 
hasten  Mr.  Ovid's  return.  There  is  the  only 
course  to  take — as  I  see  it.' 
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'  Let's  do  it  at  once  ! '  cried  Mr.  Gallilee. 

'  But  tell  me,'  Mr.  Mool  insisted,  greedy  for 
encouragement — 'does  my  suggestion  relieve 
your  mind  ?  ' 

'  It's  the  first  happy  moment  I've  had  to- 
day ! '  Mr.  Gallilee's  weak  voice  piped  high  :  he 
was  getting  firmer  and  firmer  with  every  word 
he  uttered. 

One  of  them  produced  a  telegraph-form ; 
the  other  seized  a  pen.  '  Shall  we'  send  the 
message  in  your  name  ?  '  Mr.  Mool  asked. 

If  Mr.  Gallilee  had  possessed  a  hundred 
names  he  would  have  sent  them  (and  paid  for 
them)  all.    '  John  Gallilee,  14  Fairfield  Gardens, 

London,   To   '     There   the   pen   stopped. 

Ovid  was  still  in  the  wilds  of  Canada.1^  The 
one  way  of  communicating  with  him  was 
through  the  medium  of  the  bankers  at  Quebec, 
To  the  bankers,  accordingly,  the  message  was 
sent.  '  Please  telegraph  Mr.  Ovid  Vere's 
address,  the  moment  you  know  it.' 
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When  the  telegram  had  been  sent  to  the 
office,  an  interval  of  inaction  followed.  Mr. 
Gallilee's  fortitude  suffered  a  relapse.  '  It's  a 
long  time  to  wait,'  he  said. 

His  friend  agreed  with  him.  Morally 
speaking,  Mr.  Mool's  strength  lay  in  points  of 
law.  JSTo  point  of  law  appeared  to  be  involved 
in  the  present  conference :  he  shared  Mr. 
Gallilee's  depression  of  spirits.  '  We  are  quite 
helpless,'  he  remarked,  '  till  Mr.  Ovid  comes 
back.  In  the  interval,  I  see  no  choice  for  Miss 
Carmina  but  to  submit  to  her  guardian  ;  un- 
less  '     He    looked   hard  at   Mr.    Gallilee, 

before  he  finished  his  sentence.  '  Unless,' 
he  resumed,  '  you  can  get  over  your  present 
feeling  about  your  wife.' 

'  Get  over  it  ?  '  Mr.  Gallilee  repeated. 

'  It  seems  quite  impossible  now,  I  dare  say,' 
the  worthy  lawyer  admitted.  '  A  very  painful 
impression  has  been  produced  on  you.  Natu- 
rally !    naturally  !     But  the-  force  of  habit — a 

vol.  in.  h 
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married  life  of  many  years — your   own  kind 
feeling ' 


'  What  do  you  mean  ?  '  asked  Mr.  Gallilee, 
bewildered,  impatient,  almost  angry. 

'  A  little  persuasion  on  your  part,  my  good 
friend — at  the  interesting  moment  of  reconcilia- 
tion— might  be  followed  by  excellent  results. 
Mrs.  Gallilee  might  not  object  to  waive  her 
claims,  until  time  has  softened  existing  asperities. 
Surely,  a  compromise  is  possible,  if  you  could 
only  prevail  on  yourself  to  forgive  your  wife.' 

'  Forgive  her  ?  I  should  be  only  too  glad 
to  forgive  her !  '  cried  Mr.  Gallilee,  bursting 
into  violent  agitation.  '  How  am  I  to  do  it  ? 
Good  God !  Mool,  how  am  I  to  do  it  ?  You 
didn't  hear  those  infamous  words.  You  didn't 
see  that  dreadful  death-struck  look  of  the  poor 
girl.  I  declare  to  you  I  turn  cold  when  I  think 
of  my  wife  !  I  can't  go  to  her  when  I  ought  to 
go — I  send  the  servants  into  her  room.  My 
children,    too — my   dear    good    children — it's 
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enough  to  break  one's  heart — think  of  their 
being  brought  up  by  a  mother  who  could  say 
what  she  said,  and  do — What  will  they  see,  I 
ask  you  what  will  they  see,  if  she  gets  Carmina 
back  in  the  house,  and  treats  that  sweet  young 
creature  as  she  will  treat  her  ?  There  were  times 
last  night,  when  I  thought  of  going  away  for 
ever — Lord  knows  where — and  taking  the  girls 
with  me.  What  am  I  talking  about  ?  I  had 
something  to  say,  and  I  don't  know  what  it  is  ; 
I  don't  know  my  own  self !  There,  there ;  I'll 
keep  quiet.  It's  my  poor  stupid  head,  I 
suppose — hot,  Mool,  burning  hot.  Let's  be 
reasonable.  Yes,  yes,  yes  ;  let's  be  reasonable. 
You're  a  lawyer.  I  said  to  myself,  when  I 
came  here,  "  I  want  Mod's  advice."  Be  a  dear 
good  fellow — set  my  mind  at  ease.  Oh,  my 
friend,  my  old  friend,  what  can  I  do  for  my 
children  ? ' 

Amazed  and   distressed — utterly  at  a  loss 
how   to  interfere  to  any   good   purpose — Mr. 
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Mool  recovered  his  presence  of  mind,  the 
moment  Mr.  Gallilee  appealed  to  him  in  his 
legal  capacity.  '  Don't  distress  yourself  about 
your  children,'  he  said  kindly.  '  Thank  God, 
we  stand  on  firm  ground,  there.' 

'  Do  you  mean  it,  Mool  ? ' 

'  I  mean  it.  Where  your  daughters  are 
concerned,  the  authority  is  yours.  Be  firm, 
Gallilee !  be  firm  ! ' 

'  I  will !  You  set  me  the  example — don't 
you?     You're  firm — eh?' 

'  Firm  as  a  rock.  I  agree  with  you.  For  the 
present  at  least,  the  children  must  be  removed.' 

'  At  once,  Mool !  ' 

'  At  once  ! '  the  lawyer  repeated. 

They  had  wrought  each  other  up  to  the 
rio-ht  pitch  of  resolution,  by  this  time.  They 
were  almost  loud  enough  for  the  clerks  to  hear 
them  in  the  office. 

'  No  matter  what  my  wife  may  say ! '  Mr. 
Gallilee  stipulated. 
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'  No  matter  what  she  may  say,'  Mr.  Mool 
rejoined,  '  the  father  is  master.' 
'  And  you  know  the  law.' 
'  And  I  know  the  law.     You  have  only  to 
assert  yourself'.' 

'  And  you  have  only  to  back  me.' 
'  For  your  children's  sake,  Gallilee ! ' 
'  Under  my  lawyer's  advice,  Mool ! ' 
The  one  resolute  Man  was  produced  at  last 
— without   a   flaw   in   him   anywhere.      They 
were  both  exhausted  by  the  effort.     Mr.  Mool 
suggested  a  glass  of  wine. 

Mr.  Gallilee  ventured  on  a  hint.  '  You 
don't  happen  to  have  a  drop  of  champagne 
handy  ?  '  he  said. 

The  lawyer  rang  for  his  housekeeper.  In 
five  minutes,  they  were  pledging  each  other  in 
foaming  tumblers.  In  five  minutes  more,  they 
plunged  back  into  business.  The  question  of 
the  best  place  to  which  the  children  could  be 
removed,  was  easily  settled.     Mr.  Mool  offered 
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his  own  house  ;  acknowledging  modestly  that 
it  had  perhaps  one  drawback — it  was  within 
easy  reach  of  Mrs.  Gallilee.  The  statement  of 
this  objection  stimulated  his  friend's  memory. 
Lady  Northlake  was  in  Scotland.  Lady  North- 
lake  had  invited  Maria  and  Zo,  over  and  over 
again,  to  pass  the  autumn  with  their  cousins ; 
but  Mrs.  Gallilee's  jealousy  had  always  con- 
trived to  find  some  plausible  reason  for  refusal. 
'  Write  at  once,'  Mr.  Mool  advised.  '  You  may 
do  it  in  two  lines.  Your  wife  is  ill ;  Miss  Car- 
mina  is  ill ;  you  are  not  able  to  leave  London 
— and  the  children  are  pining  for  fresh  air.' 
In  this  sense,  Mr.  Gallilee  wrote.  He  insisted 
on  having  the  letter  sent  to  the  post  imme- 
diately. '  I  know  it's  long  before  post-time,' 
he  explained.  '  But  I  want  to  compose  my 
mind.' 

The  lawyer  paused,  with  his  glass  of  wine 
at  his  lips.  '  I  say !  You're  not  hesitating 
already  ? ' 
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'  No  more  than  you  are,'  Mr.  Gallilee 
answered. 

'  You  will  really  send  the  girls  away  ?  ' 

'  The  girls  shall  go,  on  the  day  when  Lady 
Northlake  invites  them.' 

'  I'll  make  a  note  of  that,'  said  Mr. 
Mool. 

He  made  the  note  ;  and  they  rose  to  say 
good-bye.  Faithful  Mr.  Gallilee  still  thought 
of  Carmina.  '  Do  consider  it  again !  '  he  said 
at  parting.  '  Are  you  sure  the  law  won't  help 
her?' 

'  I  might  look  at  her  father's  Will,'  Mr. 
Mool  replied. 

Mr.  Gallilee  saw  the  hopeful  side  of  this 
suggestion,  in  the  brightest  colours.  '  Why 
didn't  you  think  of  it  before?'  he  asked. 

Mr.  Mool  gently  remonstrated.  '  Don't 
forget  how  many  things  I  have  on  my  mind,' 
he  said.  '  It  only  occurs  to  me  now  that  the 
Will  may  give  us   a  remedy — if  there  is  any 
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open  opposition  to  the  ward's  marriage  engage- 
ment, on  the  guardian's  part.' 

There  he  stopped  ;  knowing  Mrs.  Gallilee's 
methods  of  opposition  too  well  to  reckon  hope- 
fully on  such  a  result  as  this.  But  he  was  a 
merciful  man — and  he  kept  his  misgivings  to 
himself. 

On  the  way  home,  Mr.  Gallilee  encountered 
his  wife's  maid.  Marceline  was  dropping  a 
letter  into  the  pillar-post-box  at  the  corner  of 
the  Square  ;  she  changed  colour,  on  seeing  her 
master.  '  Corresponding  with  her  sweetheart,' 
Mr.  Gallilee  concluded. 

Entering  the  house  with  an  unfinished  cigar 
in  his  mouth,  he  made  straight  for  the  smoking- 
room — and  passed  his  youngest  daughter, 
below  him,  waiting  out  of  sight  on  the  kitchen 
stairs. 

'  Have  you  done  it  ?  '  Zo  whispered,  when 
Marceline  returned  by  the  servants'  entrance. 

'  It's  safe  in  the  post,  dear.     Now  tell  me 
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what   you    saw   yesterday,   when    you    were 
hidden  in  Miss  Carmina's  bedroom.' 

The  tone  in  which  she  spoke  implied  a  con- 
fidential agreement.  With  honourable  prompti- 
tude Zo,  perched  on  her  friend's  knee,  exerted 
her  memory,  and  rewarded  Marceline  for  post- 
ing her  letter  to  Ovid. 
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CHAPTER  XLIX. 

It  was  past  the  middle  of  the  day,  before  Mr.  Le 
Frank  paid  his  promised  visit  to  Mrs.  Gallilee. 
He  entered  the  room  with  gloomy  looks ;  and 
made  his  polite  inquiries,  as  became  a  depressed 
musician,  in  the  minor  key. 

'  I  am  sorry,  madam,  to  find  you  still  on 
the  sofa.  Is  there  no  improvement  in  your 
health  ?  ' 

'  None  whatever.' 

'Does  your  medical  attendant  give  you  any 
hope  ? ' 

'  He  does  what  they  all  do — he  preaches 
patience.  No  more  of  myself !  You  appear  to 
be  in  depressed  spirits.' 
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Mr.  Le  Frank  admitted  with  a  sigh  that 
appearances  had  not  misrepresented  him.  '  I 
have  been  bitterly  disappointed,'  he  said. 
'  My  feelings  as  an  artist  are  wounded  to  the 
quick.  But  why  do  I  trouble  you  with  my 
poor  little  personal  affairs  ?  I  humbly  beg 
your  pardon.' 

His  eyes  accompanied  this  modest  apology 
with  a  look  of  uneasy  anticipation :  he  evi- 
dently expected  to  be  asked  to  explain  himself. 
Events  had  followed  her  instructions  to  Mr. 
Null,  which  left  Mrs.  Gallilee  in  need  of  em- 
ploying her  music-master's  services.  She  felt 
the  necessity  of  exerting  herself ;  and  did  it — 
with  an  effort. 

'  You  have  no  reason,  I  hope,  to  complain 
of  your  pupils  ?  '  she  said. 

'  At  this  time  of  year,  madam,  I  have  no 
pupils.     They  are  all  out  of  town.' 

She  was  too  deeply  preoccupied  by  her 
own  affairs  to  trouble  herself  any  further.     The 
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direct    way    was    the    easy    way.     She    said 
wearily,  '  Well,  what  is  it  ?  ' 

He  answered  in  plain  terms,  this  time. 

'A    bitter  humiliation,   Mrs.    Gallilee !     I 
have  been  made  to  regret  that  I  asked  you  to 
honour  me  by  accepting  the  dedication  of  my 
Song.     The  music-sellers,  on   whom   the   sale 
depends,  have  not  taken  a  tenth  part  of  the 
number  of  copies  for  which  we  expected  them 
to  subscribe.     Has  some  extraordinary  change 
come  over  the  public  taste  ?     My  composition 
has  been  carefully  based  on  fashionable  prin- 
ciples—that is  to  say,  on  the  principles  of  the 
modern  German  school.     As  little  tune  as  pos- 
sible; and   that  little  strictly  confined  to  the 
accompaniment.      And    what    is    the    result? 
Loss   confronts     me,    instead     of    profit — my 
agreement  makes  me  liable   for  half  the   ex- 
penses of  publication.     And,  what  is  far  more 
serious  in  my  estimation,  your  honoured  name 
is  associated  with  a  failure !     Don't  notice  me 
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— the  artist  nature — I  shall  be  better  in  a 
minute.'  He  took  out  a  profusely-scented 
handkerchief,  and  buried  his  face  in  it  with  a 
groan. 

Mrs.  Gallilee's  hard  common  sense  under- 
stood the  heart-broken  composer  to  perfection. 

'  Stupid  of  me  not  to  have  offered  him 
money  yesterday,'  she  thought :  '  this  waste  of 
time  need  never  have  happened.'  She  set  her 
mistake  right  with  admirable  brevity  and 
directness.  '  Don't  distress  yourself,  Mr.  Le 
Frank.  Now  my  name  is  on  it,  the  Song  is 
mine.  If  your  publisher's  account  is  not  satis- 
factory— be  so  good  as  to  send  it  to  me'  Mr. 
Le  Frank  dropped  his  dry  handkerchief,  and 
sprang  theatrically  to  his  feet.  His  indulgent 
patroness  refused  to  hear  him :  to  this  admir- 
able woman,  the  dignity  of  Art  was  a  sacred 
thing.  '  Not  a  word  more  on  that  subject,'  she 
said.  '  Tell  me  how  you  prospered  last  night. 
Your  investigations   cannot   have   been   inter- 
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rupted,  or  I  should  have  heard  of  it.  Come 
to  the  result !  Have  you  found  anything  of 
importance  in  my  niece's  room  P  ' 

Mr.  Le  Frank  had  again  been  baffled,  so  far 
as  the  confirmation  of  his  own  suspicions  was 
concerned.  But  the  time  was  not  favourable 
to  a  confession  of  personal  disappointment. 
He  understood  the  situation  ;  and  made  him- 
self the  hero  of  it,  in  three  words. 

'  Judge  for  yourself,'  he  said — and  held  out 
the  letter  of  warning  from  Father  Patrizio. 

In  silence,  Mrs.  Gallilee  read  the  words 
which  declared  her  to  be  the  object  of  Teresa's 
inveterate  resentment,  and  which  charged  Car- 
mina  with  the  serious  duty  of  keeping  the 
peace. 

'  Does  it  alarm  you  ? '  Mr.  Le  Frank 
asked. 

'  I  hardly  know  what  I  feel,'  she  answered. 
'  Give  me  time  to  think.' 

Mr.  Le  Frank  went  back  to  his  chair.     He 
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had  reason  to  congratulate  himself  already : 
he  had  shifted  to  other  shoulders  the  pecuniary 
responsibility  involved  in  the  failure  of  his 
Song.  Observing  Mrs.  Gallilee,  he  began  to 
see  possibilities  of  a  brighter  prospect  still. 
Thus  far  she  had  kept  him  at  a  certain  distance. 
Was  the  change  of  mind  coming,  which  would 
admit  him  to  the  position  (with  all  its  solid 
advantages)  of  a  confidential  friend  ? 

She  suddenly  took  up  Father  Patrizio's 
letter,  and  showed  it  to  him. 

'  What  impression  does  it  produce  on  you,' 
she  asked,  '  knowing  no  more  than  you  know 
now  ?  ' 

'  The  priest's  cautious  language,  madam, 
speaks  for  itself.  You  have  an  enemy  who 
will  stick  at  nothing.' 

She  still  hesitated  to  trust  him. 

'  You  see  me  here,'  she  went  on,  '  confined 
to  my  room  ;  likely,  perhaps,  to  be  in  this  help- 
less condition  for  some  time  to  come.     How 
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would  you  protect  yourself  against  that  woman, 
in  my  place  ?  ' 

'  I  should  wait.' 

*  For  what  purpose  ?  ' 

'  If  you  will  allow  me  to  use  the  language 
of  the  card-table,  I  should  wait  till  the  woman 
shows  her  hand.' 

'  She  has  shown  it.' 

'  May  I  ask  when  ? ' 

'  This  morning.' 

Mr.  Le  Frank  said  no  more.  If  he  was 
really  wanted,  Mrs.  Gallilee  had  only  to  speak. 
After  a  last  moment  of  hesitation,  the  pitiless 
necessities  of  her  position  decided  her  once 
more.  '  You  see  me  too  ill  to  move,'  she  said  ; 
'  the  first  thing  to  do,  is  to  tell  you  why.' 

She  related  the  plain  facts  ;  without  a  word 
of  comment,  without  a  sign  of  emotion.  But 
her  husband's  horror  of  her  had  left  an  im- 
pression, which  neither  pride  nor  contempt  had 
been  strong  enough  to  resist.     She  allowed  the 
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music-master  to  infer,  that  contending  claims  to 
authority  over  Carmina  had  led  to  a  quarrel 
which  provoked  the  assault.  The  secret  of  the 
words  that  she  had  spoken,  was  the  one  secret 
that  she  kept  from  Mr.  Le  Frank. 

'While  I  was  insensible,'  she  proceeded, 
'  my  niece  was  taken  away  from  me.  She  has 
been  suffering  from  nervous  illness ;  she  was 
naturally  terrified — and  she  is  now  at  the 
nurse's  lodgings,  too  ill  to  be  moved.  There 
you  have  the  state  of  affairs,  up  to  last  night.' 

'  Some  people  might  think,'  Mr.  Le  Frank 
remarked,  '  that  the  easiest  way  out  of  it,  so 
far,  would  be  to  summon  the  nurse  for  the 
assault.' 

'The  easiest  way  compels  me  to  face  a 
public  exposure,'  Mrs.  Gallilee  answered.  '  In 
my  position  that  is  impossible.' 

Mr.  Le  Frank  accepted  this  view  of  the 
case  as  a  matter  of  course.  '  Under  the  cir- 
cumstances,' he  said,  '  it's  not  easy  to  advise 
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you.     How  can  you  make  the  woman  submit 
to  your  authority,  while  you  are  lying  here  ? ' 
'My  lawyers  have  made  her  submit  this 
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In  the  extremity  of  his  surprise,  Mr.  Le 
Frank  forgot  himself.  '  The  devil  they  have  ! ' 
he  exclaimed. 

'  They  have  forbidden  her,  in  my  name,' 
Mrs.  Gallilee  continued,  '  to  act  as  nurse  to  my 
niece.  They  have  informed  her  that  Miss 
Carmina  will  be  restored  to  my  care,  the 
moment  she  can  be  moved.  And  they  have 
sent  me  her  unconditional  submission  in  writing, 
signed  by  herself.' 

She  took  it  from  the  desk  at  her  side,  and 
read  it  to  him,  in  these  words  : 

'  I  humbly  ask  pardon  of  Mrs.  Gallilee  for 
the  violent  and  unlawful  acts  of  which  I  have 
been  guilty.  I  acknowledge,  and  submit  to, 
her  authority  as  guardian  of  Miss  Carmina 
Graywell.     And  I  appeal  to  her  mercy  (which 
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I  own  I  have  not  deserved)  to  spare  me  the 
misery  of  separation  from  Miss  Carmina,  on 
any  conditions  which  it  may  be  her  good  will 
and  pleasure  to  impose.' 

'  Now,'  Mrs.  Gallilee  concluded,  '  what  do 
you  say  ? ' 

Speaking  sincerely  for  once,  Mr.  Le  Frank 
made  a  startling  reply - 

'  Submit  on  your  side,'  he  said.  '  Do  what 
she  asks  of  you.  And  when  you  are  well 
enough  to  go  to  her  lodgings,  decline  with 
thanks  if  she  offers  you  anything  to  eat  or 
drink.' 

Mrs.  Gallilee  raised  herself  on  the  sofa. 
'  Are  you  insulting  me,  sir,'  she  asked,  '  by 
making  this  serious  emergency  the  subject  of  a 
joke?' 

'  I  never  was  more  in  earnest,  madam,  in 
my  life.' 

'  You  think- — you  really  think — that  she  is 
capable  of  trying  to  poison  me  ? ' 

1  2 
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'  Most  assuredly  I  do.' 

Mrs.  Gallilee  sank  back  on  the  pillow.  Mr. 
Le  Frank  stated  his  reasons ;  checking  them  off, 
one  by  one,  on  his  fingers. 

'  Who  is  she  ?  '  he  began.  '  She  is  an 
Italian  woman  of  the  lower  orders.  The  vir- 
tues of  the  people  among  whom  she  has-been 
born  and  bred,  are  not  generally  considered  to 
include  respect  for  the  sanctity  of  human  life. 
What  do  we  know  already  that  she  has  done  ? 
She  has  alarmed  the  priest,  who  keeps  her  con- 
science, and  knows  her  well;  and  she  has 
attacked  you  with  such  murderous  ferocity 
that  it  is  a  wonder  you  have  escaped  with  your 
life.  What  sort  of  message  have  you  sent  to 
her,  after  this  experience  of  her  temper  ?  You 
have  told  the  tigress  that  you  have  the  power 
to  separate  her  from  her  cub,  and  that  you 
mean  to  use  it,  On  those  plain  facts,  as  they 
stare  us  in  the  face,  which  is  the  soundest  con- 
clusion ?     To  believe  that  she  really  submits — . 
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or  to  believe  that  she  is  only  gaining  time,  and 
is  capable  (if  she  sees  no  other  alternative)  of 
trying  to  poison  you  ?  ' 

'  What  would  you  advise  me  to  do  ? '  In 
those  words  Mrs.  Gallilee — never  before  re- 
duced to  ask  advice  of  anybody — owned  that 
sound  reasoning  was  not  thrown  away  on  her. 

Mr.  Le  Frank  answered  the  demand  made 
on  him  without  hesitation. 

'  The  nurse  has  not  signed  that  act  of  sub- 
mission,' he   said,    '  without   having   her   own 
private   reasons   for   appearing   to   give   way. 
Eely  on  it,  she  is  prepared  for  you — and  there 
is  at  least  a  chance  that  some  proof  of  it  may 
be  found.     Have  all  her  movements  privately 
watched — and  search  the  room  she  lives  in,  as 
I  searched  Miss  Carmina's  room  last  night.' 
'  Well  ? '  said  Mrs.  Gallilee. 
'  Well?  '  Mr.  Le  Frank  repeated. 
She  angrily  gave  way.     '  Say  at  once  that 
you  are  the  man  to  do  it  for  me  ! '  she  answered. 
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'  And  say  next — if  you  can — how  it  is  to  be 
done.' 

Mr.  Le  Frank's  manner  softened  to  an  air 
of  gentle  gallantry. 

'  Pray  compose  yourself ! '  he  said.  '  I  am 
so  glad  to  be  of  service  to  you,  and  it  is  so 
easily  clone ! ' 

<  Easily  ? ' 

'Dear  madam,  quite  easily.  Isn't  the 
house  a  lodging-house ;  and,  at  this  time  of 
year,  have  I  anything  to  do  ?  '  He  rose,  and 
took  his  hat.  '  Surely,  you  see  me  in  my  new 
character  now  ?  A  single  gentleman  wants  a 
bedroom.  His  habits  are  quiet,  and  he  gives 
excellent  references.  The  address,  Mrs.  Gallilee 
— may  I  trouble  you  for  the  address  ?  ' 
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CHAPTEE  L. 

Towaeds  seven  o'clock  on  the  evening  of 
Thursday,  Carmina  recognised  Teresa  for  the 
first  time. 

Her  half-closed  eyes  opened,  as  if  from  a 
long  sleep  :  they  rested  on  the  old  nurse  with- 
out any  appearance  of  surprise.  '  I  am  so  glad 
to  see  you,  my  dear,'  she  said  faintly.  '  Are 
you  very  tired  after  your  journey  ? '  None  of 
the  inquiries  which  might  have  been  anticipated 
followed  those  first  words.  Not  the  slightest 
allusion  to  Mrs.  Gallilee  escaped  her ;  she  ex- 
pressed no  anxiety  about  Miss  Minerva ;  no 
sign  of  uneasiness  at  finding  herself  in  a  strange 
room,  disturbed  her  quiet  face.  Contentedly 
reposing,  she  looked  at  Teresa  from  time  to 
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time  and  said,  '  You  will  stay  with  me,  won't 
you  ?  '  Now  and  then,  she  confessed  that  her 
head  felt  dull  and  heavy,  and  asked  Teresa  to 
take  her  hand.  '  I  feel  as  if  I  was  sinking  away 
from  you,'  she  said ;  '  keep  hold  of  my  hand 
and  I  shan't  be  afraid  to  go  to  sleep.'  The 
words  were  hardly  spoken,  before  she  sank  into 
slumber.  Occasionally,  Teresa  felt  her  hand 
tremble,  and  kissed  it.  She  seemed  to  be 
conscious  of  the  kiss,  without  waking — she 
smiled  in  her  sleep. 

But,  when  the  first  hours  of  the  morning 
came,  this  state  of  passive  repose  was  disturbed. 
A  violent  attack  of  sickness  came  on.  It  was 
repeated  again  and  again.  Teresa  sent  for  Mr. 
Null.  He  did  what  he  could  to  relieve  the 
new  symptom  ;  and  he  despatched  a  messenger 
to  his  illustrious  colleague. 

Benjulia  lost  no  time  in  answering  person- 
ally the  appeal  that  had  been  made  to  him. 

Mr.  Null  said,  '  Serious  derangement  of  the 
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stomach,  sir.'  Benjulia  agreed  with  him.  Mr. 
Null  showed  his  prescription.  Benjulia  sanc- 
tioned the  prescription.  Mr.  Null  said,  '  Is 
there  anything  you  wish  to  suggest,  sir  ? ' 
Benjulia  had  nothing  to  suggest. 

He  waited,  nevertheless,  until  Carmina  was 
able  to  speak  to  him.  Teresa  and  Mr.  Null 
wondered  what  he  would  say  to  her.  He  only 
said,  'Do  you  remember  when  you  last  saw 
me  ?  '  After  a  little  consideration,  she  an- 
swered, '  Yes,  Zo  was  with  us ;  Zo  brought  in 

your  big  stick  ;  and  we  talked '     She  tried 

to  rouse  her  memory.  '  What  did  we  talk 
about  ? '  she  asked.  A  momentary  agitation 
brought  a  flush  to  her  face.  '  I  can't  remember 
it,'  she  said  ;  '  I  can't  remember  when  you 
went  away :  does  it  matter  ? '  Benjulia  re- 
plied, '  Not  the  least  in  the  world.  Go  to 
sleep.' 

But  he  still  remained  in  the  room — watch- 
ing her  as  she  grew  drowsy.     '  Great  weakness,' 
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Mr.  Null  whispered.     And  Benjulia  answered, 
'  Yes  ;  I'll  call  again.' 

On  his  way  out,  he  took  Teresa  aside. 

'  No  more  questions,'  he  said — '  and  don't 
help  her  memory  if  she  asks  you.' 

'  Will  she  remember,  when  she  gets  better  ? ' 
Teresa  inquired. 

'  Impossible  to  say,  yet.     Wait  and  see.' 

He  left  her  in  a  hurry;  his  experiments 
were  waiting  for  him.  On  the  way  home,  his 
mind  dwelt  on  Carmina's  case.  Some  hidden 
process  was  at  work  there  :  give  it  time — and 
it  would  show  itself.  '  I  hope  that  ass  won't 
want  me,'  he  said,  thinking  of  his  medical 
colleague,  '  for  at  least  a  week  to  come.' 

The  week  passed — and  the  physiologist  was 
not  disturbed. 

During  that  interval,  Mr.  Null  succeeded  in 
partially  overcoming  the  attacks  of  sickness  : 
they  were  less  violent,  and  they  were  succeeded 
by  longer  intervals  of  repose.     In  other  respects, 
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there  seemed  (as  Teresa  persisted  in  thinking) 
to  be  some  little  promise  of  improvement.  A 
certain  mental  advance  was  unquestionably 
noticeable  in  Carmina.  It  first  showed  itself 
in  an  interesting  way :  she  began  to  speak  of 
Ovid. 

Her  great  anxiety  was,  that  he  should  know 
nothing  of  her  illness.  She  forbade  Teresa  to 
write  to  him;  she  sent  messages  to  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Gallilee,  and  even  to  Mr.  Mool,  entreating 
them  to  preserve  silence. 

The  nurse  engaged  to  deliver  the  messages 
— and  failed  to  keep  her  word.  This  breach 
of  promise  (as  events  had  ordered  it)  proved  to 
be  harmless.  Mrs.  Gallilee  had  good  reasons 
for  not  writing.  Her  husband  and  Mr.  Mool 
bad  decided  on  sending  their  telegram  to  the 
bankers.  As  for  Teresa  herself,  she  had  no 
desire  to  communicate  with  Ovid.  His  absence 
remained  inexcusable,  from  her  point  of  view. 
Well  or  ill,  with  or  without  reason,  it  was  the 
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nurse's  opinion  that  he  ought  to  have  remained 
at  home,  in  Carmina's  interests.  No  other 
persons  were  in  the  least  likely  to  write  to 
Ovid — nobody  thought  of  Zo  as  a  corre- 
spondent— Carmina  was  pacified. 

Once  or  twice,  at  this  later  time,  the  lan- 
guid  efforts   of    her  memory   took   a    wider 


range. 


She  wondered  why  Mrs.  Gallilee  never 
came  near  her  ;  owning  that  her  aunt's  absence 
was  a  relief  to  her,  but  not  feeling  interest 
enough  in  the  subject  to  ask  for  information. 
She  also  mentioned  Miss  Minerva.  'Do  you 
know  where  she  has  gone  ?  Don't  you  think 
she  ought  to  write  to  me  ?  '  Teresa  offered  to 
make  inquiries.  She  turned  her  head  wearily 
on  the  pillow,  and  said,  '  Never  mind ! '  On 
another  occasion,  she  asked  for  Zo,  and  said  it 
would  be  pleasant  if  Mr.  Gallilee  would  call  and 
bring  her  with  him.  But  she  soon  dropped  the 
subject,  not  to  return  to  it  again. 
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The  only  remembrance  which  seemed  to 
dwell  on  her  mind  for  more  than  a  few  minutes, 
was  her  remembrance  of  the  last  letter  which 
she  had  written  to  Ovid. 

She  pleased  herself  with  imagining  his  sur- 
prise, when  he  received  it ;  she  grew  impatient 
under  her  continued  illness,  because  it  delayed 
her  in  escaping  to  Canada  ;  she  talked  to  Teresa 
of  the  clever  manner  in  which  the  flight  had 
been  planned — with  this  strange  failure  of 
memory,  that  she  attributed  the  various  ar- 
rangements for  setting  discovery  at  defiance, 
not  to  Miss  Minerva,  but  to  the  nurse. 

Here,  for  the  first  time,  her  mind  was 
approaching  dangerous  ground.  The  stealing 
of  the  letter,  and  the  events  that  had  followed 
it,  stood  next  in  the  order  of  remembrance — if 
she  was  capable  of  a  continued  effort.  Her 
weakness  saved  her.  Beyond  the  writing  of  the 
letter,  her  recollections  were  unable  to  advance. 
Not  the  faintest  allusion  to  any  later  circum- 
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stances  escaped  her.  The  poor  stricken  brain 
still  sought  its  rest  in  frequent  intervals  of  sleep. 
Sometimes,  she  drifted  back  into  partial  uncon- 
sciousness ;  sometimes,  the  attacks  of  sickness 
returned.  Mr.  Null  set  an  excellent  example 
of  patience  and  resignation.  He  believed  as 
devoutly  as  ever  in  his  prescriptions  ;  he  placed 
the  greatest  reliance  on  time  and  care.  The 
derangement  of  the  stomach  (as  he  called  it) 
presented  something  positive  and  tangible  to 
treat :  he  had  got  over  the  doubts  and  anxieties 
that  troubled  him,  when  Carmina  was  first 
removed  to  the  lodgings.  Looking  confidently 
at  the  surface — without  an  idea  of  what  was 
going  on  below  it — he  could  tell  Teresa,  with 
a  safe  conscience,  that  he  understood  the  case. 
He  was  always  ready  to  comfort  her,  when  her 
excitable  Italian  nature  passed  from  the  extreme 
of  hope  to  the  extreme  of  despair.  '  My  good 
woman,  we  see  our  way  now  :  it's  a  great  point 
gained,  I  assure  you,  to  see  our  way.' 


HEART  AND  SCIENCE.  127 

'  What  do  you  mean  by  seeing  your  way  ?  ' 
said  the  downright  nurse.  '  Tell  me  when 
Carmina  will  be  well  again.' 

Mr.  Null's  medical  knowledge  was  not  yet 
equal  to  this  demand  on  it.  '  The  progress  is 
slow,'  he  admitted,  '  still  Miss  Carmina  is  getting 
on.' 

'  Is  her  aunt  getting  on  ?  '  Teresa  asked 
abruptly.  '  When  is  Mistress  Gallilee  likely  to 
come  here  ? ' 

'  In  a  few  days '    Mr.  Null  was  about  to 

add  '  I  hope  ; '  but  he  thought  of  what  might 
happen  when  the  two  women  met.  As  it  was, 
Teresa's  face  showed  signs  of  serious  disturb- 
ance :  her  mind  was  plainly  not  prepared  for 
this  speedy  prospect  of  a  visit  from  Mrs.  Gallilee. 
She  took  a  letter  out  of  her  pocket. 

'  I  find  a  good  deal  of  sly  prudence  in  you,' 
she  said  to  Mr.  Null.  'You  must  have  seen 
something,  in  your  time,  of  the  ways  of  deceitful 
Englishwomen.     What  does  that  palaver  mean 
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in   plain   words  ? '     She  handed  the  letter  to 
him. 

With  some  reluctance  he  read  it. 

'Mrs.  Gallilee  declines  to  contract  any 
engagement  with  the  person  formerly  employed 
as  nurse,  in  the  household  of  the  late  Mr. 
Eobert  Gray  well.  Mrs.  Gallilee  so  far  recog- 
nises the  apology  and  submission  offered  to  her, 
as  to  abstain  from  taking  immediate  proceed- 
ings. In  arriving  at  this  decision,  she  is  also 
influenced  by  the  necessity  of  sparing  her 
niece  any  agitation  which  might]  interfere 
with  the  medical  treatment.  When  the  cir- 
cumstances appear  to  require  it,  she  will  not 
hesitate  to  exert  her  authority.' 

The  handwriting  told  Mr.  Null  that  this 
manifesto  had  not  been  Written  by  Mrs.  Gallilee 
herself.  The  person  who  had  succeeded  him, 
in  the  capacity  of  that  lady's  amanuensis,  had 
been  evidently  capable  of  giving  sound  advice. 
Little  did  he  suspect  that  this  mysterious  secre- 
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tary  was  identical  with  an  enterprising  pianist, 
who  had  once  prevailed  on  him  to  take  a  seat 
at  a  concert:  price  five  shillings. 

'Well?'  said  Teresa. 

Mr.  Null  hesitated. 

The  nurse  stamped  impatiently  on  the  floor. 
'  Tell  me  this  !  When  she  does  come  here,  will 
she  part  me  from  Carmina  ?  Is  that  what  she 
means  ? ' 

'  Possibly,'  said  prudent  Mr.  Null. 

Teresa  pointed  to  the  door.  '  Good-morn- 
ing !  I  want  nothing  more  of  yon.  Oh,  man, 
man,  leave  me  by  myself ! ' 

The  moment  she  was  alone,  she  fell  on  her 
knees.  Fiercely  whispering,  she  repeated  over 
and  over  again  the  words  of  The  Lord's 
Prayer :  '  "  Lead  us  not  into  temptation,  but 
deliver  us  from  evil."  Christ,  hear  me  !  Mother 
of  Christ,  hear  me  !     Oh,  Carmina  !  Carmina  ! ' 

She  rose  and  opened  the  door  which  com- 
municated    with    the    bedroom.      Trembling 

VOL.  III.  K 
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pitiably,  she  looked  for  a  while  at  Carmina, 
peacefully  asleep — then  turned  away  to  a  corner 
of  the  room,  in  which  stood  an  old  packing- 
case,  fitted  with  a  lock.  She  took  it  up  ;  and, 
returning  with  it  to  the  sitting-room,  softly 
closed  the  bedroom  door  again. 

After  some  hesitation,  she  decided  to  open 
the  case.  In  the  terror  and  confusion  that 
possessed  her,  she  tried  the  wrong  key.  Set- 
ting this  mistake  right,  she  disclosed — strangely 
mingled  with  the  lighter  articles  of  her  own 
dress — a  heap  of  papers  ;  some  of  them  letters 
and  bills ;  some  of  them  faded  instructions  in 
writing  for  the  preparation  of  artists'  colours. 

She  recoiled  from  the  objects  which  her 
own  act  had  disclosed.  Why  had  she  not 
taken  Father  Patrizio's  advice?  If  she  had 
only  waited  another  day ;  if  she  had  only 
sorted  her  husband's  papers,  before  she  threw 
the  things  that  her  trunk  was  too  full  to  hold 
into  that  half-empty  case,  what  torment  might 
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have  been  spared  to  her  !  Her  eyes  turned 
mournfully  to  the  bedroom  door.  '  Oh,  my 
darling,  I  was  in  such  a  hurry  to  get  to 
You  ! ' 

At  last,  she  controlled  herself,  and  put  her 
hand  into  the  case.  Searching  it  in  one  corner, 
she  produced  a  little  tin  canister.  A  dirty  label 
was  pasted  on  the  canister,  bearing  this  quaint 
inscription  in  the  Italian  language : 

'  If  there  is  any  of  the  powder  we  employ 
in  making  some  of  our  prettiest  colours,  left  in 
here,  I  request  my  good  wife,  or  any  other 
trustworthy  person  in  her  place,  to  put  a  seal 
on  it,  and  take  it  directly  to  the  manufactory, 
with  the  late  foreman's  best  respects.  It  looks 
like  nice  sugar.  Beware  of  looks — or  you 
may  taste  poison.' 

On  the  point  of  opening  the  canister  she 
hesitated.  Under  some  strange  impulse,  she 
did  what  a  child  might  have  done  :  she  shook 
it,  and  listened. 

e2 
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The  rustle  of  the  rising  and  falling  powder 
— renewing  her  terror — seemed  to  exercise 
some  irresistible  fascination  over  her.  '  The 
devil's  dance,'  she  said  to  herself,  with  a  ghastly 
smile.  '  Softly  up  —  and  softly  clown  —  and 
tempting  me  to  take  off  the  cover  all  the  time  ! 
Why  don't  I  get  rid  of  it  ?  ' 

That  question  set  her  thinking  of  Carmina's 
guardian. 

If  Mr.  Null  was  right,  in  a  day  or  two 
Mrs.  Gallilee  might  come  to  the  house.  After 
the  lawyers  had  threatened  Teresa  with  the 
prospect  of  separation  from  Carmina,  she  had 
opened  the  packing-case,  for  the  first  time  since 
she  had  left  Kome — intending  to  sort  her 
husband's  papers  as  a  means  of  relief  from  her 
own  thoughts.  In  this  way,  she  had  dis- 
covered the  canister.  The  sight  of  the  deadly 
powder  had  tempted  her.  There  were  the 
horrid  means  of  setting  Mrs.  Gallilee's  authority 
at  defiance !     Some  women  in  her  place,  would 
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use  them.  Though  she  was  not  looking  into 
the  canister  now,  she  felt  that  thought  stealing 
back  into  her  mind.  There  was  but  one  hope 
for  her  :  she  resolved  to  get  rid  of  the 
poison. 

How  ? 

At  that  period  of  the  year,  there  was  no 
fire  in  the  grate.  Within  the  limits  of  the 
room,  the  means  of  certain  destruction  were 
slow  to  present  themselves.  Her  own  morbid 
horror  of  the  canister  made  her  suspicious  of 
the  curiosity  of  other  people,  who  might  see  it 
in  her  hand  if  she  showed  herself  on  the  stairs. 
But  she  was  determined,  if  she  lit  a  fire  for  the 
purpose,  to  find  the  way  to  her  end.  The 
firmness  of  her  resolution  expressed  itself  by 
locking  the  case  again,  without  restoring  the 
canister  to  its  hiding-place. 

Providing  herself  next  with  a  knife,  she  sat 
down  in  a  corner — between  the  bedroom  door 
on  one  side,  and  a  cupboard  in  an  angle  of  the 
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wall  on  the  other — and  began  the  work  of 
destruction  by  scraping  off  the  paper  label. 
The  fragments  might  be  burnt,  and  the  powder 
(if  she  made  a  vow  to  the  Virgin  to  do  it) 
might  be  thrown  into  the  fire  next — and  then 
the  empty  canister  would  be  harmless. 

She  had  made  but  little  progress  in  the 
work  of  scraping,  when  it  occurred  to  her  that 
the  lighting  of  a  fire,  on  that  warm  autumn 
daj',  might  look  suspicious  if  the  landlady  or 
Mr.  Null  happened  to  come  in,  It  would  be 
safer  to  wait  till  night-time,  when  everybody 
would  be  in  bed. 

Arriving  at  this  conclusion,  she  mechani- 
cally suspended  the  use  of  her  knife. 

In  the  moment  of  silence  that  followed,  she 
heard  someone  enter  the  bedroom  by  the  door 
which  opened  on  the  stairs.  Immediately 
afterwards,  the  person  turned  the  handle  of 
the  second  door  at  her  side.  She  had  barely 
time    enough    to    open    the    cupboard,    and 
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hide  the   canister   in   it — when   the   landlady 
came  in. 

Teresa  looked  at  her  wildly.  The  landlady 
looked  at  the  cupboard  :  she  was  proud  of  her 
cupboard. 

'  Plenty  of  room  there,'  she  said  boastfully  : 
'  not  another  house  in  the  neighbourhood 
could  offer  you  such  accommodation  as  that ! 
Yes — the  lock  is  out  of  order  ;  I  don't  deny  it. 
The  last  lodger's  doings  !  She  spoilt  my  table- 
cloth, and  put  the  inkstand  over  it  to  hide  the 
place.  Beast !  there's  her  character  in  one 
word.  You  didn't  hear  me  knock  at  the  bed- 
room door  ?  I  am  so  glad  to  see  her  sleeping 
nicely,  poor  dear  !  Her  chicken  broth  is  ready 
when  she  wakes.  I'm  late  to-day  in  making 
my  inquiries  after  our  young  lady.  You  see 
we  have  been  hard  at  work  upstairs,  getting 
the  bedroom  ready  for  a  new  lodger.  Such  a 
contrast  to  the  person  who  has  just  left.  A 
perfect  gentleman,  this  time — and  so  kind  in 
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waiting  a  week  till  I  was  able  to  accommo- 
date him.  My  ground  floor  rooms  were 
vacant,  as  you  know — but  he  said  the  terms 
were  too  high  for  him.  Oh,  I  didn't  forget  to 
mention  that  we  had  an  invalid  in  the  house ! 
Quiet  habits  (I  said)  are  indeed  an  essential 
qualification  of  any  new  inmate,  at  such  a  time 
as  this.  He  understood.  "  I've  been  an  invalid 
myself"  (he  said) ;  "and  the  very  reason  I  am 
leaving  my  present  lodgings  is  that  they  are 
not  quiet  enough."  Isn't  that  just  the  sort  of 
man  we  want  ?  And,  let  me  tell  you,  a  hand- 
some man  too.  With  a  drawback,  I  must 
own,  in  the  shape  of  a  bald  head.  But  such 
a  beard,  and  such  a  thrilling  voice !  Hush  ! 
Did  I  hear  her  calling  ?  ' 

At  last,  the  landlady  permitted  other  sounds 
to  be  audible,  besides  the  sound  of  her  own 
voice.  It  became  possible  to  discover  that 
Carmina  was  now  awake.  Teresa  hurried  into 
the  bedroom. 
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Left  by  herself  in  the  sitting-room,  the 
landlady — '  purely  out  of  curiosity,'  as  she 
afterwards  said,  in  conversation  with  her  new 
lodger — opened  the  cupboard,  and  looked  in. 

The  canister  stood  straight  before  her,  on 
an  upper  shelf.  Did  Miss  Carmina's  nurse  take 
snuff?  She  examined  the  canister :  there  was 
a  white  powder  inside.  The  mutilated  label 
spoke  in  an  unknown  tongue.  She  wetted  her 
finger  and  tasted  the  powder.  The  result  was 
so  disagreeable  that  she  was  obliged  to  use  her 
handkerchief.  She  put  the  canister  back,  and 
closed  the  cupboard. 

'Medicine,  undoubtedly,'  the  landlady  said 
to  herself.  '  Why  should  she  hurry  to  put  it 
away,  when  I  came  in  ?  ' 
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CHAPTEE  LI. 

In  eight  days  from  the  date  of  his  second 
interview  with  Mrs.  Gallilee,  Mr.  Le  Frank  took 
possession  of  his  new  bedroom. 

He  had  arranged  to  report  his  proceedings 
in  writing.  In  Teresa's  state  of  mind,  she 
would  certainly  distrust  a  fellow-lodger,  dis- 
covered in  personal  communication  with  Mrs. 
Gallilee.  Mr.  Le  Frank  employed  the  first  day 
after  his  arrival  in  collecting  materials  for  a 
report.  In  the  evening,  he  wrote  to  Mrs. 
Gallilee — under  cover  to  a  friend,  who  was 
instructed  to  forward  the  letter. 

'  Private  and  confidential.     Dear  Madam, — 
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I  have  not  wasted  my  time  and  my  opportuni- 
ties, as  you  will  presently  see. 

'My  bedroom  is  immediately  above  the 
floor  of  the  house  which  is  occupied  by  Miss 
Carmina  and  her  nurse.  Having  some  little 
matters  of  my  own  to  settle,  I  was  late  in  taking 
possession  of  my  room.  Before  the  lights  on 
the  staircase  were  put  out,  I  took  the  liberty  of 
looking  down  at  the  next  landing. 

'  Do  you  remember,  when  you  were  a  child 
learning  to  write,  that  one  of  the  lines  in  your 
copy-books  was,  "  Virtue  is  its  own  reward  "  ? 
This  ridiculous  assertion  was  actually  verified 
in  my  case  !  Before  I  had  been  five  minutes 
at  my  post,  I  saw  the  nurse  open  her  door. 
She  looked  up  the  staircase  (without  discover- 
ing me,  it  is  needless  to  say),  and  she  looked 
down  the  staircase — and,  seeing  nobody  about, 
returned  to  her  rooms. 

'  Waiting  till  I  heard  her  lock  the  door,  I 
stole  downstairs,  and  listened  outside. 
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'  One  of  my  two  fellow-lodgers  (you  know 
that  I  don't  believe  in  Miss  Carraina's  illness) 
was  lighting  a  fire — on  such  a  warm  autumn 
night,  that  the  staircase  window  was  left  open ! 
I  am  absolutely  sure  of  what  I  say  :  I  heard 
the  crackle  of  burning  wood — I  smelt  coal 
smoke.' 

c  The  motive  of  this  secret  proceeding  it 
seems  impossible  to  guess  at.  If  they  were 
burning  documents  of  a  dangerous  and  com- 
promising kind,  a  candle  would  have  answered 
their  purpose.  If  they  wanted  hot  water, 
surely  a  tin  kettle  and  a  spirit  lamp  must  have 
been  at  hand  in  an  invalid's  bedroom  ?  Perhaps, 
your  superior  penetration  may  be  able  to  read 
the  riddle  which  baffles  my  ingenuity. 

'  So  much  for  the  first  night. 

'  This  afternoon,  I  had  some  talk  with  the 
landlady.  My  professional  avocations  having 
trained  me  in  the  art  of  making  myself  agree- 
able to  the  sex,  I  may  say  without  vanity  that 
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I  produced  a  favourable  impression.  In  other 
words,  I  contrived  to  set  my  fair  friend  talking 
freely  about  the  old  nurse  and  the  interesting 
invalid. 

'  Out  of  the  flow  of  words  poured  on  me, 
one  fact  of  very  serious  importance  has  risen  to 
the  surface,  There  is  a  suspicious  canister  in 
the  nurse's  possession.  The  landlady  calls  the 
powder  inside,  medicine.     I  say,  poison. 

'  Am  I  rushing  at  a  fanciful  conclusion  ? 
Please  wait  a  little. 

'  During  the  week  of  delay  which  elapsed, 
before  the  lodger  in  possession  vacated  my  room, 
you  kindly  admitted  me  to  an  interview.  I 
ventured  to  put  some  questions,  relating  to 
Teresa's  life  in  Italy  and  to  the  persons 
with  whom  she  associated.  Do  you  remem- 
ber telling  me,  when  I  asked  what  you  knew 
of  her  husband,  that  he  was  foreman  in  a 
manufactory  of  artists'  colours?  and  that  you 
had  your  information  from  Miss  Carmina  her- 
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self,   after  she   had   shown  you   the  telegram 
announcing  his  death? 

'  A  lady,  possessed  of  your  scientific  know- 
ledge, does  not  require  to  be  told  that  poisons 
are  employed  in  making  artists'  colours.  Ee- 
member  what  the  priest's  letter  says  of  Teresa's 
feeling  towards  you,  and  then  say — Is  it  so  very 
unlikely  that  she  has  brought  with  her  to 
England  one  of  the  poisons  used  by  her  husband 
in  his  trade  ?  and  is  it  quite  unreasonable  to 
suppose  (when  she  looks  at  her  canister)  that  she 
may  be  thinking  of  you  ? 

'  I  may  be  right  or  I  may  be  wrong.  Thanks 
to  the  dilapidated  condition  of  a  lock,  I  can 
decide  the  question,  at  the  first  opportunity 
offered  to  me  by  the  nurse's  absence  from  the 
room. 

'  My  next  report  shall  tell  you  that  I  have 
contrived  to  provide  myself  with  a  sample  of 
the  powder — leaving  the  canister  undisturbed. 
The  sample  shall  be  tested  by  a  chemist.     If 


HEART  AND  SCIENCE.  143 

he  pronounces  it  to  be  poison,  I  have  a  bold 
course  of  action  to  propose. 

'  As  soon  as  you  are  well  enough  to  go  to 
the  house,  give  the  nurse  her  chance  of  poison- 
ing you. 

'Dear  madam,  don't  be  alarmed!  I  will 
accompany  you  ;  and  I  will  answer  for  the 
result.  We  will  pay  our  visit  at  tea-time,  Let 
her  offer  you  a  cup — and  let  me  (under  pretence 
of  handing  it)  get  possession  of  the  poisoned 
drink.  Before  she  can  cry  Stop ! — I  shall  be 
on  my  way  to  the  chemist. 

'  The  penalty  for  attempted  murder  is  penal 
servitude.  If  you  still  object  to  a  public  ex- 
posure, we  have  the  chemist's  report,  together 
with  your  own  evidence,  ready  for  your  son  on 
his  return.  How  will  he  feel  about  his  marriage- 
engagement,  when  he  finds  that  Miss  Carmina's 
dearest  friend  and  companion  has  tried — 
perhaps,  with  her  young  ladys  knowledge — to 
poison  his  mother  ? 
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'  Before  concluding,  I  may  mention  that  I 
had  a  narrow  escape,  only  two  hours  since,  of 
being  seen  by  Teresa  on  the  stairs. 

'  I  was  of  course  prepared  for  this  sort  of 
meeting,  when  I  engaged  my  room  ;  and  I  have 
therefore  not  been  foolish  enough  to  enter 
the  house  under  an  assumed  name.  On  the 
contrary,  I  propose  (in  your  interests)  to  estab- 
lish a  neighbourly  acquaintance— with  time  to 
help  me.  But  the  matter  of  the  poison  admits 
of  no  delay.  My  chance  of  getting  at  it 
unobserved  may  be  seriously  compromised,  if 
the  nurse  remembers  that  she  first  met  with  me 
in  your  house,  and  distrusts  me  accordingly. 
Your  devoted  servant,  L.  F.' 

Having  completed  his  letter,  he  rang  for 
the  maid,  and  gave  it  to  her  to  post. 

On  her  way  downstairs,  she  was  stopped  on 
the  next  landing  by  Mr.  Null.  He  too  had  a 
letter   ready:    addressed    to   Doctor   Benjulia. 
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The  fierce  old  nurse  followed  him  out,  and  said, 
'  Post  it  instantly  ! '  The  civil  maid  asked  if 
Miss  Carmina  was  better.  '  Worse  ! ' — was  all 
the  rude  foreigner  said.  She  looked  at  poor 
Mr.  Null,  as  if  it  was  his  fault. 

Left  in  the  retirement  of  his  room,  Mr.  Le 
Frank  sat  at  the  writing-table,  frowning  and 
biting  his  nails. 

Were  these  evidences  of  a  troubled  mind 
connected  with  the  infamous  proposal  which  he 
had  addressed  to  Mrs.  Gallilee?  Nothing  of 
the  sort !  Having  sent  away  his  letter,  he  was 
now  at  leisure  to  let  his  personal  anxieties 
absorb  him  without  restraint.  He  was  thinking 
of  Carmina.  The  oftener  his  efforts  were  baffled, 
the  more  resolute  he  became  to  discover  the 
secret  of  her  behaviour  to  him.  For  the  hun- 
dredth time  he  said  to  himself,  '  Her  devilish 
malice  reviles  me  behind  my  back,  and  asks 
me  before  my  face  to  shake  hands  and  be 
friends."     The  more  outrageously  unreasonable 

vol.  in.  h 
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his  suspicions  became,  under  the  exasperating 
influence  of  suspense,  the  more  inveterately  his 
vindictive  nature  held  to  its  delusion.  After 
meeting  her  in  the  hall  at  Fairfield  Gardens, 
he  really  believed  Carmina's  illness  to  have 
been  assumed  as  a  means  of  keeping  out  of  his 
way.  If  a  friend  had  said  to  him,  '  But  what 
reason  have  you  to  think  so  ? ' — he  would 
have  smiled  compassionately,  and  have  given 
that  friend  up  for  a  shallow-minded  man. 

He  stole  out  again,  and  listened,  undetected, 
at  their  door.  Carmina  was  speaking  ;  but  the 
words,  in  those  faint  tones,  were  inaudible. 
Teresa's  stronger  voice  easily  reached  his  ears. 
'  My  darling,  talking  is  not  good  for  you.  I'll 
light  the  night-lamp — try  to  sleep.' 

Hearing  this,  he  went  back  to  his  bedroom 
to  wait  a  little.  Teresa's  vigilance  might  relax 
if  Carmina  fell  asleep.  She  might  go  down- 
stairs for  a  gossip  with  the  landlady. 

After  smoking  a  cigar,  he  tried  again.    The 
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lights  on  the  staircase  were  now  put  out :  it  was 
eleven  o'clock. 

She  was  not  asleep  :  the  nurse  was  reading 
to  her  from  some  devotional  book.  He  gave 
it  up,  for  that  night.  His  head  ached ;  the 
ferment  of  his  own  abominable  thoughts 
had  fevered  him.  A  cowardly  dread  of  the 
slightest  signs  of  illness  was  one  of  his  special 
weaknesses.  .The  whole  day,  to-morrow,  was 
before  him.  He  felt  his  own  pulse ;  and 
determined,  in  justice  to  himself,  to  go  to 
bed. 

Ten  minutes  later,  the  landlady,  on  her  way 
to  bed,  ascended  the  stairs.  She  too  heard  the 
voice,  still  reading  aloud — and  tapped  softly  at 
the  door.     Teresa  opened  it. 

'  Is  the  poor  thing  not  asleep  yet  ?  ' 

'No.' 

'  Has  she  been  disturbed  in  any  way  ?  ' 

'  Somebody  has  been  walking  about,  over- 
head,' Teresa  answered. 

1  2 
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'  That's  the  new  lodger ! '  exclaimed  the 
landlady-     '  I'll  speak  to  Mr.  Le  Frank.' 

On  the  point  of  closing  the  door,  and  say- 
ing good-night,  Teresa  stopped,  and  considered 
for  a  moment. 

'  Is  he  your  new  lodger  ?  '  she  said. 

'  Yes.     Do  you  know  him  ? ' 

'  I  saw  him  when  I  was  last  in  England.' 

'Well?' 

'  Nothing  more,'  Teresa  answered.  '  Good- 
night ! ' 
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CHAPTEE  L1L 

Watching  through  the  night  by  Carmina's  bed- 
side, Teresa  found  herself  thinking  of  Mr.  Le 
Frank.  It  was  one  way  of  getting  through  the 
weary  time,  to  guess  at  the  motive  which  had 
led  him  to  become  a  lodger  in  the  house. 

Common  probabilities  pointed  to  the  infer- 
ence that  he  might  have  reasons  for  changing 
his  residence,  which  only  concerned  himself. 
But  common  probabilities — from  Teresa's  point 
of  view — did  not  apply  to  Mr.  Le  Frank.  On 
meeting  him,  at  the  time  of  her  last  visit  to 
England,  his  personal  appearance  had  produced 
such  a  disagreeable  impression  on  her,  that  she 
had  even  told  Carmina  '  the  music-master  looked 
like   a   rogue.'      With   her  former    prejudice 
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against  him  now  revived,  and  with  her  serious 
present  reasons  for  distrusting  Mrs.  Gallilee,  she 
rejected  the  idea  of  his  accidental  presence 
under  her  landlady's  roof.  To  her  mind,  the 
business  of  the  new  lodger  in  the  house  was,  in 
all  likelihood,  the  business  of  a  spy.  While  Mr. 
Le  Frank  was  warily  laying  his  plans  for  the 
next  day,  he  had  himself  become  an  object  of 
suspicion  to  the  very  woman  whose  secrets  he 
was  plotting  to  surprise. 

This  was  the  longest  and  saddest  night 
which  the  faithful  old  nurse  had  passed  at  her 
darling's  bedside. 

For  the  first  time,  Carmina  was  fretful,  and 
hard  to  please  :  patient  persuasion  was  needed 
to  induce  her  to  take  her  medicine.  Even 
when  she  was  thirsty,  she  had  an  irritable 
objection  to  being  disturbed,  if  the  lemonade 
was  offered  to  her  which  she  had  relished  at 
other  times.  Once  or  twice,  when  she  drowsily 
stirred  in  her  bed,  she  showed  symptoms  of  de- 
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lusion.  The  poor  girl  supposed  it  was  the  eve 
of  her  wedding-day,  and  eagerly  asked  what 
Teresa  had  done  with  her  new  dress.  A  little 
later,  when  she  had  perhaps  been  dreaming, 
she  fancied  that  her  mother  was  still  alive,  and 
repeated  the  long-forgotten  talk  of  her  child- 
hood. '  What  have  I  said  to  distress  you  ?  ' 
she  asked  wonderingly,  when  she  found 
Teresa  crying. 

Soon  after  sunrise,  there  came  a  long  in- 
terval of  repose. 

At  the  later  time  when  Benjulia  arrived,  she 
was  quiet  and  uncomplaining.  The  change 
for  the  worse  which  had  induced  Teresa  to 
insist  on  sending  for  him,  was  perversely 
absent.  Mr.  Null  expected  to  be  roughly  re- 
buked for  having  disturbed  the  great  man  by  a 
false  alarm.  He  attempted  to  explain  :  and 
Teresa  attempted  to  explain.  Benjulia  paid 
not  the  slightest  attention  to  either  of  them. 
He  made  no  angry  remarks — and  he  showed, 
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in  his  own  impenetrable  way,  as  gratifying  an 
interest  in  the  case  as  ever. 

'  Draw  up  the  blind,'  he  said  ;  '  I  want  to 
have  a  good  look  at  her.' 

Mr.  Null  waited  respectfully,  and  imposed 
strict  silence  on  Teresa,  while  the  investigation 
was  going  on.  It  lasted  so  long  that  he 
ventured  to  say,  '  Do  you  see  anything  par- 
ticular, sir  ? ' 

Benjulia  saw  his  doubts  cleared  up  :  time 
(as  he  had  anticipated)  had  brought  develop- 
ment with  it,  and  had  enabled  him  to  arrive  at 
a  conclusion.  The  shock  that  had  struck 
Carmina  had  produced  complicated  hysterical 
disturbance,  which  was  now  beginning  to  simu- 
late paralysis.  Benjulia's  profound  and  prac- 
tised observation  detected  a  trifling  inequality 
in  the  size  of  the  pupils  of  the  eyes,  and  a 
slightly  unequal  action  on  either  side  of  the 
face — delicately  presented  in  the  eyelids,  the 
nostrils,  and  the  lips.     Here  was  no  common 
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affection  of  the  brain,  which  even  Mr.  Null 
could  understand !  Here,  at  last,  was  Benjulia's 
reward  for  sacrificing  the  precious  hours  which 
might  otherwise  have  been  employed  in  the 
laboratory !  From  that  day,  Carmina  was  des- 
tined to  receive  unknown  honour:  she  was  to 
take  her  place,  along  with  the  other  animals,  in 
his  note-book  of  experiments. 

He  turned  quietly  to  Mr.  Null,  and  finished 
the  consultation  in  two  words. 

'  All  right !  ' 

'  Have  you  nothing  to  suggest,  sir  ? '  Mr. 
Null  inquired. 

'  Go  on  with  the  treatment  —  and  draw 
down  the  blind,  if  she  complains  of  the  light. 
Good- day ! ' 

:  Are  you  sure  he's  a  great  doctor  ?  '  said 
Teresa,  when  the  door  had  closed  on  him. 

'  The  greatest  we  have  ! '  cried  Mr.  Null 
with  enthusiasm. 

'  Is  he  a  good  man  ?  ' 
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'  Why  do  you  ask  ?  ' 

'  I  want  to  know  if  we  can  trust  him  to  tell 
us  the  truth  ?  ' 

'  Not  a  doubt  of  it ! '  (Who  could  doubt 
it,  indeed,  after  he  had  approved  of  Mr.  Null's 
medical  treatment?) 

'  There's  one  thing  you  have  forgotten,' 
Teresa  persisted.  'You  haven't  asked  him 
when  Carmina  can  be  moved.' 

'  My  good  woman,  if  I  had  put  such  a 
question,  he  would  have  set  me  clown  as  a 
fool !  Nobody  can  say  when  she  will  be  well 
enough  to  be  moved.' 

He  took  his  hat.  The  nurse  followed  him 
out. 

'  Are  you  going  to  Mrs.  Gallilee,  sir  ? ' 

'  Not  to-day.' 

'  Is  she  better  ?  ' 

'  She  is  almost  well  again.' 
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CHAPTER  LIE. 

Left  alone,  Teresa  went  into  the  sitting-room  : 
she  was  afraid  to  show  herself  at  the  bedside. 
Mr.  Null  had  destroyed  the  one  hope  which 
had  supported  her  thus  far — the  hope  of  escap- 
ing from  England  with  Carmina,  before  Mrs. 
Gallilee  could  interfere.  Looking  steadfastly 
at  that  inspiriting  prospect,  she  had  forced  her- 
self to  sign  the  humble  apology  and  submission 
which  the  lawyers  had  dictated.  What  was 
the  prospect  now  ?  Heavily  had  the  merciless 
hand  of  calamity  fallen  on  that  brave  old  soul 
— and,  at  last,  it  had  beaten  her  down  !  While 
she  stood  at  the  window,  mechanically  looking 
out,  the  dreary  view  of  the  back  street 
trembled  and  disappeared.     Teresa  was  crying. 
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Happily  for  herself,  she  was  unable  to  con- 
trol her  own  weakness  ;  the  tears  lightened 
her  heavy  heart.  She  waited  a  little,  in  the 
fear  that  her  eyes  might  betray  her,  before  she 
returned  to  Carmina.  In  that  interval,  she 
heard  the  sound  of  a  closing  door,  on  the  floor 
above. 

*  The  music-master  ! '  she  said  to  herself. 

In  an  instant,  she  was  at  the  sitting-room 
door,  looking  through  the  keyhole.  It  was  the 
one  safe  way  of  watching  him — and  that  was 
enough  for  Teresa. 

His  figure  appeared  suddenly  within  her 
narrow  range  of  view — on  the  mat  outside  the 
door.  If  her  distrust  of  him  was  without  foun- 
dation, he  would  go  on  downstairs.  No  !  He 
stopped  on  the  mat  to  listen—he  stooped — his 
eye  would  have  been  at  the  keyhole  in  another 
moment.  She  seized  a  chair,  and  moved  it. 
The  sound  instantly  drove  him  away.  He 
went  on,  down  the  stairs. 
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Teresa  considered  with  herself  what  safest 
means  of  protection — and,  if  possible,  of 
punishment  as  well — lay  within  her  reach. 
How,  and  where,  could  the  trap  be  set  that 
might  catch  him  ? 

She  was  still  puzzled  by  that  question, 
when  the  landlady  made  her  appearance — 
politely  anxious  to  hear  what  the  doctors 
thought  of  their  patient.  Satisfied  so  far,  the 
wearisome  woman  had  her  apologies  to  make 
next,  for  not  having  yet  cautioned  Mr.  Le 
Frank. 

'  Thinking  over  it,  since  last  night,'  she  said 
confidentially,  '  I  cannot  imagine  how  you 
heard  him  walking  about  overhead.  He  has 
such  a  soft  step  that  he  positively  takes  me  by 
surprise  when  he  comes  into  my  room.  He 
has  gone  out  for  an  hour ;  and  I  have  done 
him  a  little  favour  which  I  am  not  in  the  habit 
of  conferring  on  ordinary  lodgers— I  have  lent 
him  my   umbrella,   as  it  threatens  rain.      In 
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his  absence,  I  will  ask  you  to  listen  while  I 
walk  about  in  his  room.  One  can't  be  too 
particular,  when  rest  is  of  such  importance  to 
your  young  lady — and  it  has  struck  me  as  just 
possible,  that  the  floor  of  his  room  may  be  in 
fault.  My  dear,  the  boards  may  creak !  I'm 
a  sad  fidget,  I  know  ;  but,  if  the  carpenter  can 
set  things  right — without  any  horrid  hammer- 
ing, of  course ! — the  sooner  he  is  sent  for,  the 
more  relieved  I  shall  feel.' 

Through  this  harangue,  the  nurse  had 
waited,  with  a  patience  far  from  characteristic 
of  her,  for  an  opportunity  of  saying  a  timely 
word.  By  some  tortuous  mental  process,  that 
she  was  quite  unable  to  trace,  the  landlady's 
allusion  to  Mr.  Le  Frank  had  suggested  the  very 
idea  of  which,  in  her  undisturbed  solitude,  she 
had  been  vainly  in  search.  Never  before,  had 
the  mistress  of  the  house  appeared  to  Teresa  in 
such  a  favourable  light. 

'  You  needn't  trouble  yourself,  ma'am,'  she 
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said,  as  soon  as  she  could  make  herself  heard ; 
'  it  was  the  creaking  of  the  boards  that  told  me 
somebody  was  moving  overhead.' 

'  Then  I'm  not  a  fidget  after  all  ?  Oh,  how 
you  relieve  me !  Whatever  the  servants  may 
have  to  do,  one  of  them  shall  be  sent  instantly 
to  the  carpenter.  So  glad  to  be  of  any  service 
to  that  sweet  young  creature ! ' 

Teresa  consulted  her  watch  before  she 
returned  to  the  bedroom. 

The  improvement  in  Carmina  still  con- 
tinued :  she  was  able  to  take  some  of  the  light 
nourishment  that  was  waiting  for  her.  As 
Benjulia  had  anticipated,  she  asked  to  have  the 
blind  lowered  a  little.  Teresa  drew  it  com- 
pletely over  the  window  :  she  had  her  own 
reasons  for  tempting  Carmina  to  repose.  In 
half  an  hour  more,  the  weary  girl  was  sleeping, 
and  the  nurse  was  at  liberty  to  set  her  trap  for 
Mr.  Le  Frank. 

Her  first  proceeding  was  to  dip  the  end  of  a 
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quill  pen  into  her  bottle  of  salad  oil,  and  to 
lubricate  the  lock  and  key  of  the  door  that 
gave  access  to  the  bedroom  from  the  stairs. 
Having  satisfied  herself  that  the  key  could  now 
be  used  without  making  the  slightest  sound, 
she  turned  to  the  door  of  communication  with 
the  sitting-room  next. 

This  door  was  covered  with  green  baize.  It 
had  handles  but  no  lock  ;  and  it  swung  inwards, 
so  as  to  allow  the  door  of  the  cupboard  (situ- 
ated in  the  angle  of  the  sitting-room  wall)  to 
open  towards  the  bedroom  freely.  Teresa 
oiled  the  hinges,  and  the  brass  bolt  and  staple 
which  protected  the  baize  door  on  the  side  of 
the  bedroom.  That  done,  she  looked  again  at 
her  watch. 

Mr.  Le  Frank's  absence  was  expected  to 
last  for  an  hour.  In  five  minutes  more,  the 
hour  would  expire. 

After  bolting  the  door  of  communication, 
she  paused  in  the  bedroom,  and  wafted  a  kiss 
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to  Carmina,  still  at  rest.  She  then  left  the 
room  by  the  door  which  opened  on  the  stairs, 
and  locked  it,  taking  away  the  key  with  her. 

Having  gone  down  the  first  flight  of  stairs, 
she  stopped  and  went  back.  The  one  un- 
secured door,  was  the  door  which  led  into  the 
sitting-room  from  the  staircase.  She  opened  it 
and  left  it  invitingly  ajar.  '  Now,'  she  said  to 
herself,  '  the  trap  will  catch  him  ! ' 

The  hall  clock  struck  the  hour  when  she 
entered  the  landlady's  room. 

The  woman  of  many  words  was  at  once 
charmed  and  annoyed.  Charmed  to  hear  that 
the  dear  invalid  was  resting,  and  to  receive  a 
visit  from  the  nurse  :  annoyed  by  the  absence 
of  the  carpenter,  at  work  somewhere  else  for 
the  whole  of  the  day.  '  If  my  dear  husband  had 
been  alive,  we  should  have  been  independent  of 
carpenters ;  he  could  turn  his  hand  to  anything. 
Now  do  sit  down — I  want  you  to  taste  some 
cherry  brandy  of  my  own  making,' 
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As  Teresa  took  a  chair,  Mr.  Le  Frank 
returned.  The  two  secret  adversaries  met, 
face  to  face. 

'  Surely  I  remember  this  lady  ?  '  he  said. 

Teresa  encountered  him,  on  his  own  ground. 
She  made  her  best  curtsey,  and  reminded  him 
of  the  circumstances  under  which  they  had 
formerly  met.  The  hospitable  landlady  pro- 
duced her  cherry  brandy.  '  We  are  going  to 
1  ave  a-  nice  little  chat ;  do  sit  down,  sir,  and 
join  us.'  Mr.  Le  Frank  made  his  apologies. 
The  umbrella  which  had  been  so  kindly  lent 
to  him,  had  not  protected  his  shoes ;  his  feet 
were  wet ;  and  he  was  so  sadly  liable  to  take 
cold  that  he  must  beg  permission  to  put  on  his 
dry  things  immediately. 

Having  bowed  himself  out,  he  stopped  in 
the  passage,  and,  standing  on  tiptoe,  peeped 
through  a  window  in  the  wall,  by  which  light 
was  conveyed  to  the  landlady's  little  room. 
The  two  women  were  comfortably  seated  to- 
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gether,  with  the  cherry  brandy  and  a  plate  of 
biscuits  on  a  table  between  them.  '  In  for  a 
good  long  gossip,'  thought  Mr.  Le  Frank. 
'  Now  is  my  time  ! ' 

Not  five  minutes  more  had  passed,  before 
Teresa  made  an  excuse  for  running  upstairs 
again.  She  had  forgotten  to  leave  the  bell 
rope,  in  case  Carmina  woke,  within  reach  of 
her  hand.  The  excellent  heart  of  the  hostess 
made  allowance  for  natural  anxiety.  '  Do  it, 
you  good  soul,'  she  said ;  '  and  come  back 
directly ! '  Left  by  herself,  she  filled  her  glass 
again,  and  smiled.  Sweetness  of  temper  (en- 
couraged by  cherry  brandy)  can  even  smile  at 
a  glass  —unless  it  happens  to  be  empty. 

Approaching  her  own  rooms,  Teresa  waited, 
and  listened,  before  she  showed  herself.  No 
sound  reached  her  through  the  half  open  sitting- 
room  door.  She  noiselessly  entered  the  bed- 
room, and  then  locked  the  door  again.  Once 
more  she  listened ;  and  once  more  there  was 
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nothing  to  be  heard.     Had  he  seen  her  on  the 
stairs  ? 

As  the  doubt  crossed  her  mind,  she  heard 
the  boards  creak  on  the  floor  above.  Mr.  Le 
Frank  was  in  his  room. 

Did  this  mean  that  her  well- laid  plan  had 
failed?  Or  did  it  mean  that  he  was  really 
changing  his  shoes  and  stockings?  The  last 
inference  was  the  right  one. 

He  had  made  no  mere  excuse  downstairs. 
The  serious  interests  that  he  had  at  stake,  were 
not  important  enough  to  make  him  forget  his 
precious  health.  His  chest  was  delicate ;  a 
cold  might  settle  on  his  lungs.  The  temptation 
of  the  half-open  door  had  its  due  effect  on  this 
prudent  man  ;  but  it  failed  to  make  him  forget 
that  his  feet  were  wet. 

The  boards  creaked  again  ;  the  door  of  his 
room  was  softly  closed — then  there  was  silence. 
Teresa  only  knew  when  he  had  entered  the 
sitting-room   by   hearing  him   try   the   bolted 
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baize  door.  After  that,  he  must  have  stepped 
out  again.  He  next  tried  the  door  of  the  bed- 
chamber, from  the  stairs. 

There  was  a  quiet  interval  once  more. 
Teresa  noiselessly  drew  back  the  bolt ;  and, 
opening  the  baize  door  by  a  mere  hair's- 
breadth,  admitted  sound  from  the  sitting- 
room.  She  now  heard  him  turning  the  key  in 
a  cheffonier,  which  only  contained  tradesmen's 
circulars,  receipted  bills,  and  a  few  books. 

(Even  with  the  canister  in  the  cupboard, 
waiting  to  be  opened,  his  uppermost  idea  was 
to  discover  Carmina's  vindictive  motive  in 
Carmina's  papers !) 

The  contents  of  the  cheffonier  disappointed 
him — judging  by  the  tone  in  which  he  muttered 
to  himself.  The  next  sound  startled  Teresa  ;  it 
was  a  tap  against  the  lintel  of  the  door  behind 
which  she  was  standing.  He  had  thrown  open 
the  cupboard. 

The  rasping  of  the  cover,  as  he  took  it  off, 
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told  her  that  he  was  examining  the  canister. 
She  had  put  it  back  on  the  shelf,  a  harmless 
thing  now — the  poison  and  the  label  having 
been  both  destroyed  by  fire.  Nevertheless,  his 
chosing  the  canister,  from  dozens  of  other 
things  scattered  invitingly  about  it,  inspired 
her  with  a  feeling  of  distrustful  surprise.  She 
was  no  longer  content  to  find  out  what  he  was 
doing  by  means  of  her  ears.  Determined  to 
see  him,  and  to  catch  him  in  the  fact,  she 
pulled  open  the  baize  door — at  the  moment 
when  he  must  have  discovered  that  the  canister 
was  empty.  A  faint  thump  told  her  he  had 
thrown  it  on  the  floor. 

The  view  of  the  sitting-room  was  still 
hidden  from  her.  She  had  forgotten  the  cup- 
board door. 

Now  that  it  was  wide  open,  it  covered  the 
entrance  to  the  bedroom,  and  completely 
screened  them  one  from  the  other.  For  the 
moment  she  was  startled,  and  hesitated  whether 
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to  show  herself  or  not.  His  voice  stopped 
her. 

'  Is  there  another  canister  ?  '  he  said  to  him- 
self. '  The  dirty  old  savage  may  have  hidden 
it ' 

Teresa  heard  no  more.  'The  dirty  old 
savage '  was  an  insult  not  to  be  endured  !  She 
forgot  her  intention  of  stealing  on  him  un- 
observed ;  she  forgot  her  resolution  to  do  no- 
thing that  could  awaken  Carmina.  Her  fierce 
temper  urged  her  into  furious  action.  With 
both  hands  outspread,  she  flew  at  the  cupboard 
door,  and  banged  it  to  in  an  instant. 

A  shriek  of  agony  rang  through  the  house. 
The  swiftly  closing  door  had  caught,  and 
crushed,  the  fingers  of  Le  Frank's  right  hand, 
at  the  moment  when  he  was  putting  it  into  the 
cupboard  again. 

Without  stopping  to  help  him,  without  even 
looking  at  him,  she  ran  back  to  Carmina. 

The  swinging  baize  door  fell  to,  and  closed 
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of  itself.  No  second  cry  was  heard.  Nothing 
happened  to  falsify  her  desperate  assertion  that 
the  shriek  was  the  delusion  of  a  vivid  dream. 
She  took  Carmina  in  her  arms,  and  patted  and 
fondled  her  like  a  child.  '  See,  my  darling,  I'm 
with  you  as  usual ;  and  I  have  heard  nothing. 
Don't,  oh,  don't  tremble  in  that  way  !  There — 
I'll  wrap  you  up  in  my  shawl,  and  read  to  you. 
No  !  let's  talk  of  Ovid.' 

Her  efforts  to  compose  Carmina  were  inter- 
rupted by  a  muffled  sound  of  men's  footsteps 
and  women's  voices  in  the  next  room. 

She  hurriedly  opened  the  door,  and  en- 
treated them  to  whisper  and  be  quiet.  In  the 
instant  before  she  closed  it  again,  she  saw  and 
heard.  Le  Frank  lay  in  a  swoon  on  the  floor. 
The  landlady  was  kneeling  by  him,  looking  at 
his  injured  hand ;  and  the  lodgers  were  saying, 
'  Send  him  to  the  hospital.' 
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CHAPTEE  LIV. 

On  Monday  morning,  the  strain  on  Mrs.  Galli- 
lee's  powers  of  patient  endurance  came  to  an 
end.  With  the  help  of  Mr.  Null's  arm,  she 
was  able  to  get  downstairs  to  the  library.  On 
Tuesday,  there  would  be  no  objection  to  her 
going  out  for  a  drive.  Mr.  Null  left  her,  re- 
stored to  her  equable  flow  of  spirits.  He  had 
asked  if  she  wished  to  have  somebody  to  keep 
her  company — and  she  had  answered  briskly, 
'  Not  on  any  account !     I  prefer  being  alone.' 

On  the  morning  of  Saturday,  she  had 
received  Mr.  Le  Frank's  letter  ;  but  she  had 
not  then  recovered  sufficiently  to  be  able  to 
read  it  through.  She  could  now  take  it  up 
again,  and  get  to  the  end. 
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Other  women  might  have  been  alarmed  by 
the  atrocious  wickedness  of  the  conspiracy 
which  the  music-master  had  planned.  Mrs. 
Gallilee  was  only  offended.  That  he  should 
think  her  capable — in  her  social  position — of 
favouring  such  a  plot  as  he  had  suggested,  was 
an  insult  which  she  was  determined  neither  to 
forgive  nor  forget.  Fortunately,  she  had  not 
committed  herself  in  writing  ;  he  could  produce 
no  proof  of  the  relations  that  had  existed  be- 
tween them.  The  first  and  best  use  to  make 
of  her  recovery  would  be  to  dismiss  him — 
after  paying  his  expenses,  privately  and  pru- 
dently, in  money  instead  of  by  cheque. 

In  the  meantime,  the  man's  insolence  had 
left  its  revolting  impression  on  her  mind.  The 
one  way  to  remove  it  was  to  find  some  agree- 
able occupation  for  her  thoughts. 

Look  at  your  library  table,  learned  lady, 
and  take  the  appropriate  means  of  relief  that  it 
offers.     See  the  lively  modern   parasites  that 
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infest  Science,  eager  to  invite  your  attention  to 
their  little  crawling  selves.  Follow  scientific 
inquiry,  rushing  into  print  to  proclaim  its  own 
importance,  and  to  declare  any  human  being, 
who  ventures  to  doubt  or  differ,  a  fanatic  or  a 
fool.  Eespect  the  leaders'  of  public  opinion, 
writing  notices  of  professors,  who  have  made 
discoveries  not  yet  tried  by  time,  not  yet  uni- 
versally accepted  even  by  their  brethren,  in 
terms  which  would  be  exaggerated  if  they 
were  applied  to  Newton  or  to  Bacon.  Submit 
to  lectures  and  addresses  by  dozens  which,  if 
they  prove  nothing  else,  prove  that  what  was 
scientific  knowledge  some  years  since,  is  scien- 
tific ignorance  now — and  that  what  is  scientific 
knowledge  now,  may  be  scientific  ignorance  in 
some  years  more.  Absorb  your  mind  in  con- 
troversies and  discussions,  in  which  Mr.  Always 
Eight  and  Mr.  Never  Wrong  exhibit  the  natural 
tendency  of  man  to  believe  in  himself,  in  the 
most   rampant  stage  of  development  that  the 
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world  has  yet  seen.  And  when  you  have  done 
all  this,  doubt  not  that  you  have  made  a  good 
use  of  your  time.  You  have  discovered  what 
the  gentle  wisdom  of  Faraday  saw  and  de- 
plored, when  he  warned  the  science  of  his  day 
in  words  which  should  live  for  ever :  '  The  first 
and  last  step  in  the  education  of  the  judgment 
is — Humility.' 

Having  agreeably  occupied  her  mind  with 
subjects  that  were  worthy  of  it,  Mrs.  Gallilee 
rose  to  seek  a  little  physical  relief  by  walking 
up  and  down  the  room. 

Passing  and  repassing  the  bookcases,  she 
noticed  a  remote  corner  devoted  to  miscel- 
laneous literature.  A  volume  in  faded  binding 
of  sky-blue,  had  been  placed  upside  down. 
She  looked  at  the  book  before  she  put  it  in 
its  right  position.  The  title  was  '  Gallery  of 
British  Beauty.'  Among  the  illustrations — 
long  since  forgotten — appeared  her  own  por- 
trait, when  she  was  a  girl  of  Carmina's  age. 
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A  faintly  contemptuous  smile  parted  her 
hard  lips,  provoked  by  the  recollections  of  her 
youth. 

What  a  fool  she  had  been,  at  that  early 
period  of  her  life !  In  those  days,  she  had 
trembled  with  pleasure  at  the  singing  of  a 
famous  Italian  tenor;  she  had  flown  into  a 
passion  when  a  new  dress  proved  to  be  a  misfit, 
on  the  evening  of  a  ball ;  she  had  given  money 
to  beggars  in  the  street ;  she  had  fallen  in  love 
with  a  poor  young  man,  and  had  terrified  her 
weak-minded  hysterical  mother,  by  threaten- 
ing to  commit  suicide  when  the  beloved  object 
was  forbidden  the  house.  Comparing  the  girl 
of  seventeen  with  the  matured  and  cultivated 
woman  of  later  years,  what  a  matchless  ex- 
ample Mrs.  Gallilee  presented  of  the  healthy 
influence  of  education,  directed  to  scien- 
tific pursuits  !  '  Ah  ! '  she  thought,  as  she 
put  the  book  back  in  its  place,  '  my  girls  will 
have  reason   to   thank   me   when    they  grow 
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up ;  they  have  had  a  mother  who  has  done 
her  duty.' 

She  took  a  few  more  turns  up  and  down 
the  room.  The  sky  had  cleared  again ;  a 
golden  gleam  of  sunlight  drew  her  to  the 
window.  The  next  moment  she  regretted 
even  this  concession  to  human  weakness.  A 
disagreeable  association  presented  itself,  and 
arrested  the  pleasant  flow  of  her  thoughts. 
Mr.  Gallilee  appeared  on  the  door-step  ;  leaving 
the  house  on  foot,  and  carrying  a  large  brown- 
paper  parcel  under  his  arm. 

With  servants  at  his  disposal,  why  was  he 
carrying  the  parcel  himself? 

The  time  had  been,  when  Mrs.  Gallilee 
would  have  tapped  at  the  window,  and  would 
have  insisted  on  his  instantly  returning  and 
answering  that  question.  But  his  conduct, 
since  the  catastrophe  in  Carolina's  room,  had 
produced  complete  estrangement  between  the 
married  pair.     All  his  inquiries  after  his  wife's 
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health  had  been  made  by  deputy.  When  he 
was  not  in  the  schoolroom  with  the  children,  he 
was  at  his  club.  Until  he  came  to  his  senses, 
and  made  humble  apology,  no  earthly  con- 
sideration would  induce  Mrs.  Gallilee  to  take 
the  slightest  notice  of  him. 

She  returned  to  her  reading. 

The  footman  came  in,  with  two  letters 

one  arriving  by  post;  the  other  having  been 
dropped  into  the  box  by  private  messenger. 
Communications  of  this  latter  sort  proceeded, 
not  unfrequently,  from  creditors.  Mrs.  Gallilee 
opened  the  stamped  letter  first. 

It  contained  nothing  more  important  than 
a  few  lines  from  a  daily  governess,  whom  she 
had  engaged  until  a  successor  to  Miss  Minerva 
could  be  found.  In  obedience  to  Mrs.  Gal- 
lilee's  instructions,  the  governess  would  begin 
her  attendance  at  ten  o'clock  on  the  next 
morning. 

The  second  letter  was  of  a  very  different 
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kind.     It  related  the  disaster  which  had  be- 
fallen Mr.  Le  Frank. 

Mr.  Null  was  the  writer.  As  Miss  Carmina's 
medical  attendant,  it  was  his  duty  to  inform 
her  guardian  that  her  health  had  been  un- 
favourably affected  by  an  alarm  in  the  house. 
Having  described  the  nature  of  the  alarm,  he 
proceeded  in  these  words  :  '  You  will,  I  fear, 
lose  the  services  of  your  present  music-master. 
Inquiries  made  this  morning  at  the  hospital, 
and  reported  to  me,  appear  to  suggest  serious 
results.  The  wounded  man's  constitution  is  in 
an  unhealthy  state  ;  the  surgeons  are  not  sure 
of  being  able  to  save  two  of  the  fingers.  I  will 
do  myself  the  honour  of  calling  to-morrow 
before  you  go  out  for  your  drive.' 

The  impression  produced  by  this  intelli- 
gence on  the  lady  to  whom  it  was  addressed, 
can  only  be  reported  in  her  own  words.  She 
— who  knew,  on  the  best  scientific  authority, 
that  the  world  had  created  itself — completely 
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lost    her    head,    and    actually    said,    '  Thank 
God  ! ' 

For  weeks  to  come — perhaps  for  months  if 
the  surgeons'  forebodings  were  fulfilled — Mrs. 
Gallilee  had  got  rid  of  Mr.  Le  Frank.  In  that 
moment  of  infinite  relief,  if  her  husband  had 
presented  himself,  it  is  even  possible  that  he 
might  have  been  forgiven. 

As  it  was,  Mr.  Gallilee  returned  late  in  the 
afternoon ;  entered  his  own  domain  of  the 
smoking-room ;  and  left  the  house  again  five 
minutes  afterwards.  Joseph  officiously  opened 
the  door  for  him  ;  and  Joseph  was  surprised, 
precisely  as  his  mistress  had  been  surprised. 
Mr.  Gallilee  had  a  large  brown  paper  parcel 
under  his  arm — the  second  which  he  had  taken 
out  of  the  house  with  his  own  hands  !  More- 
over, he  looked  excessively  confused  when  the 
footman  discovered  him.  That  night,  he  was 
late  in  returning  from  the  club.  Joseph  (now 
on  the  watch)  observed  that  he  was  not  steady 
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on  his  lea's — and  drew  his  own  conclusions 
accordingly. 

Punctual  to  her  time,  on  the  next  morning, 
the  new  governess  arrived.  Mrs.  Gallilee  re- 
ceived her,  and  sent  for  the  children. 

The  maid  in  charge  of  them  appeared  alone. 
She  had  no  doubt  that  the  young  ladies  would 
be  back  directly.  The  master  had  taken  them 
out  for  a  little  walk,  before  they  began  their 
lessons.  He  had  been  informed  that  the  lady 
who  had  been  appointed  to  teach  them  would 
arrive  at  ten  o'clock.  And  what  had  he  said  ? 
He  had  said, '  Very  good.' 

The  half-hour  struck — eleven  o'clock  struck 
— and  neither  the  father  nor  the  children  re- 
turned. Ten  minutes  later,  someone  rang  the 
door  bell.  The  door  being  duly  opened, 
nobody  appeared  on  the  house-step.  Joseph 
looked  into  the  letter-box,  and  found  a  note 
addressed  to  his  mistress,  in  his  master's  hand- 
writing.    He  immediately  delivered  it. 
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Hitherto,  Mrs.  Gallilee  had  only  been 
anxious.  Joseph,  waiting  for  events  outside 
the  door,  heard  the  bell  rung  furiously  ;  and 
found  his  mistress  (as  he  forcibly  described  it) 
'  like  a  woman  gone  distracted.'  Not  without 
reason — to  do  her  justice.  Mr.  Gallilee's 
method  of  relieving  his  wife's  anxiety  was 
remarkable  by  its  brevity.  In  one  sentence, 
he  assured  her  that  there  was  no  need  to  feel 
alarmed.  In  another,  he  mentioned  that  he 
had  taken  the  girls  away  with  him  for  change 
of  air.     And  then  he  signed  his  initials — J.  G. 

Every  servant  in  the  house  was  summoned 
to  the  library,  when  Mrs.  Gallilee  had  in  some 
degree  recovered  herself. 

One  after  another  they  were  strictly 
examined  ;  and  one  after  another  they  had  no 
evidence  to  give — excepting  the  maid  who  had 
been  present  when  the  master  took  the  young 
ladies  away.  The  little  she  had  to  tell,  pointed 
to  the  inference  that  he  had  not  admitted  the 

w  2 
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girls  to  his  confidence  before  they  left  the  house. 
Maria  had  submitted,  without  appearing  to  be 
particularly  pleased  at  the  prospect  of  so  early 
a  walk.  Zo  (never  ready  to  exert  either  her 
intelligence  or  her  legs)  had  openly  declared 
that  she  would  rather  stay  at  home.  To  this 
the  master  had  answered,  '  Get  your  things  on 
directly  ! ' — and  had  said  it  so  sharply  that 
Miss  Zoe  stared  at  him  in  astonishment.  Had 
they  taken  anything  with  them — a  travelling 
bag  for  instance  ?  They  had  taken  nothing, 
except  Mr.  Gallilee's  umbrella.  Who  had  seen 
Mr.  Gallilee  last,  on  the  previous  night?  Joseph 
had  seen  him  last.  The  lower  classes  in  Eng- 
land have  one,  and  but  one,  true  feeling  of 
sympathy  with  the  higher  classes.  The  man 
above  them  appeals  to  their  hearts,  and  merits 
their  true  service,  when  he  is  unsteady  on  his 
legs.  Joseph  nobly  confined  his  evidence  to 
what  he  had  observed  some  hours  previously  : 
he  mentioned  the  parcel.     Mrs.  Gallilee's  keen 
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perception,  quickened  by  her  own  experience 
at  the  window,  arrived  at  the  truth.     Those 
two    bulky    packages    must    have    contained 
clothes — left,  in   anticipation  of  the  journey, 
under   the   care   of  an   accomplice.      It   was 
impossible  that  Mr.  Gallilee  could  have  got  at 
the  girls'  dresses  and  linen,  and    have  made 
the  necessary  selections  from  them,  without  a 
woman's  assistance.     The  female  servants  were 
examined  again.     Each  one  of  them  positively 
asserted  her  innocence.     Mrs.  Gallilee  threat- 
ened to  send  for  the  police.     The   indignant 
women  all  cried  in  chorus,  '  Search  our  boxes ! ' 
Mrs.  Gallilee  took  a  wiser  course.     She  sent  to 
the  lawyers  who  had  been  recommended  to  her 
by  Mr.  Null.      The  messenger  had  just  been 
despatched,  when  Mr.  Null  himself,  in  perform- 
ance of  yesterday's  engagement,  called  at  the 
house. 

He,  too,  was  agitated.     It  was  impossible 
that  he  could  have  heard  what  had  happened. 
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Was  lie  the  bearer  of  bad  news  ?  Mrs.  Gallilee 
thought  of  Carmina  first,  and  then  of  Mr. 
Le  Frank. 

'  Prepare  for  a  surprise,'  Mr.  Null  began, 
'  a  joyful  surprise,  Mrs.  Gallilee !  I  have 
received  a  telegram  from  your  son.' 

He  handed  it  to  her  as  he  spoke. 

'  September  6th.  Arrived  at  Quebec,  and 
received  information  of  Carmina's  illness.  Shall 
catch  the  Boston  steamer,  and  sail  to-morrow 
for  Liverpool.  Break  the  news  gently  to  C. 
For  God's  sake  send  telegram  to  meet  me  at 
Queen  stown.' 

It  was  then  the  7th  of  September.  If  all 
went  well,  Ovid  might  be  in  London  in  ten 
days  more. 
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CHAPTER  LV. 

Mrs.  GUllilee  read  the  telegram — paused — ■ 
and  read  it  again.  She  let  it  drop  on  her  lap  ; 
but  her  eyes  still  rested  mechanically  on  the 
slip  of  paper.  When  she  spoke,  her  voice 
startled  Mr.  Null.  Usually  loud  and  hard,  her 
tones  were  strangely  subdued.  If  his  back  had 
been  turned  towards  her,  he  would  hardly 
have  known  who  was  speaking  to  him. 

'  I  must  ask  you  to  make  allowances  for 
me,'  she  began  abruptly  ;  '  I  hardly  know  what 
to  say.  This  surprise  comes  at  a  time  when  I 
am  badly  prepared  for  it.  I  am  getting  well ; 
but,  you  see,  I  am  not  quite  so  strong  as  I  was 
before  that  woman  attacked  me.  My  husband 
has  gone  away — I  don't  know  where — and  has 
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taken  my  children  with  him.  Eead  his  note  : 
but  don't  say  anything.  You  must  let  me  be 
quiet,  or  I  can't  think.' 

She  handed  the  letter  to  Mr.  Null.  He 
looked  at  her — read  the  few  words  submitted 
to  him — and  looked  at  her  again.  For  once, 
his  stock  of  conventional  phrases  failed  him. 
Who  could  have  anticipated  such  conduct  on 
the  part  of  her  husband  ?  Who  could  have 
supposed  that  she  herself  would  have  been 
affected  in  this  way,  by  the  return  of  her 
son? 

Mrs.  Gallilee  drew  a  long  heavy  breath. 
'  I  have  got  it  now,'  she  said.  '  My  son  is 
coming  home  in  a  hurry,  because  of  Carmina's 
illness.     Has  Carmina  written  to  him  ?  ' 

Mr.  Null  was  in  his  element  again  :  this 
question  appealed  to  his  knowledge  of  his 
patient.  '  Impossible,  Mrs.  Gallilee — in  her 
present  state  of  health.' 

'  In  her  present  state  of  health  ?     I  forgot 
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that.  There  was  something  else.  Oh,  yes ! 
Has  Carmina  seen  the  telegram  ? ' 

Mr.  Null  explained.  He  had  just  come 
from  Carmina.  In  his  medical  capacity,  he 
had  thought  it  judicious  to  try  the  moral  effect 
on  his  patient  of  a  first  allusion  to  the  good 
news.  He  had  only  ventured  to  say  that  Mr. 
Ovid's  agents  in  Canada  had  heard  from  him 
on  his  travels,  and  had  reason  to  believe  that 
he  would  shortly  return  to  Quebec.  Upon  the 
whole,  the  impression  produced  on  the  young 
lady 

It  was  useless  to  go  on.  Mrs.  Gallilee  was 
pursuing  her  own  thoughts,  without  even  a 
pretence  of  listening  to  him. 

'  I  want  to  know  who  wrote  to  my  son,' 
she  persisted.     '  Was  it  the  nurse  ? ' 

Mr.  Null  considered  this  to  be  in  the  last 
degree  unlikely.  The  nurse's  language  showed 
a  hostile  feeling  towards  Mr.  Ovid,  in  conse- 
quence of  his  absence. 
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Mrs.  Gallilee  looked  once  more  at  the 
telegram.  '  Why,'  she  asked,  '  does  Ovid 
telegraph  to  You  ? ' 

Mr.  Null  answered  with  his  customary  sense 
of  what  was  due  to  himself.  '  As  the  medical 
attendant  of  the  family,  your  son  naturally 
supposed,  madam,  that  Miss  Carmina  was 
under  my  care.' 

The  implied  reproof  produced  no  effect. 
'  I  wonder  whether  my  son  was  afraid  to  trust 
us?'  was  all  Mrs.  Gallilee  said.  It  was  the 
chance  guess  of  a  wandering  mind — but  it  had 
hit  the  truth.  Kept  in  ignorance  of  Carmina's 
illness  by  the  elder  members  of  the  family,  at 
what  other  conclusion  could  Ovid  arrive,  with 
Zo's  letter  before  him?  After  a  momentary 
pause,  Mrs.  Gallilee  went  on.  '  I  suppose  I  may 
keep  the  telegram  ?  '  she  said. 

Prudent  Mr.  Null  offered  a  copy — and  made 
the  copy,  then  and  there.  The  original  (he 
explained)  was  his  authority  for  acting  on  Mr. 
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Ovid's  behalf,  and  he  must  therefore  beg  leave 
to  keep  it.  Mrs.  Gallilee  permitted  him  to 
exchange  the  two  papers.  '  Is  there  anything 
more  ?  '  she  asked.  '  Your  time  is  valuable 
of  course.     Don't  let  me  detain  you.' 

'  May  I  feel  your  pulse  before  I  go  ?  ' 

She  held  out  her  arm  to  him  in  silence. 

The  carriage  came  to  the  door  while  he  was 
counting  the  beat  of  the  pulse.  She  glanced  at 
the  window,  and  said,  'Send  it  away.'  Mr. 
Null  remonstrated.  '  My  dear  lady,  the  air 
will  do  you  good.'  She  answered  obstinately 
and  quietly,  '  No ' — and  once  more  became 
absorbed  in  thought. 

It  had  been  her  intention  to  combine  her 
first  day  of  carriage  exercise  with  a  visit  to 
Teresa's  lodgings,  and  a  personal  exertion  of 
her  authority.  The  news  of  Ovid's  impending 
return  made  it  a  matter  of  serious  importance 
to  consider  this  resolution  under  a  new  light. 
She  had  now,  not  only  to  reckon  with  Teresa, 
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but  with  her  son.  With  this  burden  on  her 
enfeebled  mind — heavily  laden  by  the  sense  of 
injury  which  her  husband's  flight  had  aroused 
— she  had  not  even  reserves  enough  of  energy 
to  spare  for  the  trifling  effort  of  dressing  to  go 
out.  She  broke  into  irritability,  for  the  first 
time.  '  I  am  trying  to  find  out  who  has  written 
to  my  son.  How  can  I  do  it  when  you  are 
worrying  me  about  the  carriage  ?  Have  you 
ever  held  a  full  glass  in  your  hand,  and  been 
afraid  of  letting  it  overflow  ?  That's  what  I'm 
afraid  of — in  my  mind — I  don't  mean  that  my 

mind  is  a  glass — I  mean '     Her  forehead 

turned  red.     '  Will  you  leave  me  ? '  she  cried. 

He  left  her  instantly. 

The  change  in  her  manner,  the  difficulty 
she  found  in  expressing  her  thoughts,  had  even 
startled  stupid  Mr.  Null.  She  had  herself  alluded 
to  results  of  the  murderous  attack  made  on  her 
by  Teresa,  which  had  not  perhaps  hitherto  suffi- 
ciently impressed  him.     In  the  shock  inflicted 
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on  the  patient's  body,  had  there  been  involved 
some  subtly-working  influence  that  had  dis- 
turbed the  steady  balance  of  her  mind  ?  Pon- 
dering uneasily  on  that  question,  he  spoke  to 
Joseph  in  the  hall. 

'  Do  you  know  about  your  master  and  the 
children  ?  '  he  said. 

'  Yes,  sir.' 

'  I  wish  you  had  told  me  of  it,  when  you 
let  me  in.' 

'  Have  I  done  any  harm,  sir?  ' 

'  I  don't  know  yet.  If  you  want  me,  I 
shall  be  at  home  to  dinner  at  seven.' 

The  next  visitor  was  one  of  the  partners  in 
the  legal  firm,  to  which  Mrs.  Gallilee  had 
applied  for  advice.  After  what  Mr.  Null  had 
said,  Joseph  hesitated  to  conduct  this  gentleman 
into  the  presence  of  his  mistress.  He  left  the 
lawyer  in  the  waiting-room,  and  took  his  card. 

Mrs.  Gallilee's  attitude  had  not  changed. 
She  sat  looking  down  at  the  copied  telegram 
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and  the  letter  from  her  husband,  lying  together 
on  her  lap.  Joseph  was  obliged  to  speak  twice, 
before  he  could  rouse  her. 

'  To-morrow,'  was  all  she  said. 

'  What  time  shall  I  say,  ma'am  ?  ' 

She  put  her  hand  to  her  head — and  broke 
into  anger  against  Joseph.  '  Settle  it  yourself, 
you  wretch  ! '  Her  head  drooped  again  over 
the  papers.  Joseph  returned  to  the  lawyer. 
'  My  mistress  is  not  very  well,  sir.  She  will  be 
obliged  if  you  will  call  to-morrow,  at  your  own 
time.' 

About  an  hour  later,  she  rang  her  bell — 
rang  it  unintermittingly,  until  Joseph  appeared. 
'  I'm  famished,'  she  said.  '  Something  to  eat ! 
I  never  was  so  hungry  in  my  life.  At  once — I 
can't  wait.' 

The  cook  sent  up  a  cold  fowl,  and  a  ham. 
Her  eyes  devoured  the  food,  while  the  footman 
was  carving  it  for  her.  Her  bad  temper  seemed 
to   have   completely  disappeared.      She  said, 
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'  What  a  delicious  dinner  !  Just  the  very  things 
I  like.'  She  lifted  the  first  morsel  to  her  mouth 
— and  laid  the  fork  down  again  with  a  weary 
sigh.  '  No :  I  can't  eat ;  what  has  come  to 
me  ? '  With  those  words,  she  pushed  her  chair 
away  from  the  table,  and  looked  slowly  all 
round  her.  '  I  want  the  telegram  and  the 
letter.'  Joseph  found  them.  '  Can  you  help 
me  ?  '  she  said.  '  I  am  trying  to  find  out  who 
wrote  to  my  son.  Say  yes,  or  no,  at  once ;  I 
hate  waiting.' 

Joseph  left  her  in  her  old  posture,  with  her 
head  down  and  the  papers  on  her  lap. 

The  appearance  of  the  uneaten  dinner  in  the 
kitchen  produced  a  discussion,  followed  by  a 
quarrel. 

Joseph  was  of  opinion  that  the  mistress  had 
got  more  upon  her  mind  than  her  mind  could 
well  bear.  It  was  useless  to  send  for  Mr.  Null ; 
he  had  already  mentioned  that  he  wrould  not 
be  home  until  seven  o'clock.      There  was  no 
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superior  person  in  the  house  to  consult.  It 
was  not  for  the  servants  to  take  responsibility 
on  themselves.  '  Fetch  the  nearest  doctor, 
and  let  him  be  answerable,  if  anything  serious 
happens.'     Such  was  Joseph's  advice. 

The  women  (angrily  remembering  that  Mrs. 
Gallilee  had  spoken  of  sending  for  the  police) 
ridiculed  the  footman's  cautious  proposal — with 
one  exception.  When  the  others  ironically 
asked  him  if  he  was  not  accustomed  to  the 
mistress's  temper  yet,  Mrs.  Gallilee's  own  maid 
(Marceline)  said,  '  What  do  we  know  about  it  ? 
Joseph  is  the  only  one  of  us  who  has  seen  her, 
since  the  morning.' 

This  perfectly  sensible  remark  had  the  effect 
of  a  breath  of  wind  on  a  smouldering  fire.  The 
female  servants,  all  equally  suspected  of  having 
assisted  Mr.  Gallilee  in  making  up  his  par- 
cels, were  all  equally  assured  that  there  was 
a  traitress  among  them — and  that  Marceline 
was   the   woman.     Hitherto    suppressed,    this 
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feeling  now  openly  found  its  way  to  expression. 
Marceline  lost  her  temper ;  and  betrayed  herself 
as  her  masters  guilty  confederate. 

'  I'm  a  mean  mongrel — am  I  ? '  cried  the 
angry  maid,  repeating  the  cook's  allusion  to 
her  birthplace  in  the  Channel  Islands.  '  The 
mistress  shall  know,  this  minute,  that  I'm  the 
woman  who  did  it ! ' 

'  Why  didn't  you  say  so  before  ? '  the  cook 
retorted. 

*  Because  I  promised  my  master  not  to  tell 
on  him,  till  he  got  to  his  journey's  end.' 

'  Who'll  lay  a  wager  ? '  asked  the  cook. 
'  I  bet  half-a-crown  she  changes  her  mind, 
before  she  gets  to  the  top  of  the  stairs.' 

'  Perhaps  she  thinks  the  mistress  will  for- 
give her,'  the  parlour-maid  suggested  ironically. 

'  Or  perhaps,'  the  housemaid  added,  '  she 
means  to  give  the  mistress  notice  to  leave.' 

'  That's  exactly  what  I'm  going  to  do  !  ' 
said  Marceline. 

vol.  in.  0 
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The  women  all  declined  to  believe  her.  She 
appealed  to  Joseph.  '  What  did  I  tell  you, 
when  the  mistress  first  sent  me  out  in  the  car- 
riage with  poor  Miss  Carmina?  Didn't  I  say 
that  I  was  no  spy,  and  that  I  wouldn't  submit 
to  be  made  one  ?  I  would  have  left  the  house 
— I  would  ! — but  for  Miss  Carmina's  kindness. 
Any  other  young  lady  would  have  made  me 
feel  my  mean  position.  She  treated  me  like  a 
friend — and  I  don't  forget  it.  I'll  go  straight, 
from  this  place,  and  help  to  nurse  her ! ' 

With  that  declaration,  Marceline  left  the. 
kitchen. 

Arrived  at  the  library  door,  she  paused. 
Not  as  the  cook  had  suggested,  to  '  change  her 
mind  ; '  but  to  consider  beforehand  how  much 
she  should  confess  to  her  mistress,  and  how 
much  she  should  hold  in  reserve. 

Zo's  narrative  of  what  had  happened,  on  the 
evening  of  Teresa's  arrival,  had  produced  its 
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inevitable  effect  on  the  maid's  mind.  Strength- 
ening,  by  the  sympathy  which  it  excited,  her 
grateful  attachment  to  Carmina,  it  had  neces- 
sarily intensified  her  dislike  of  Mrs.  Gallilee — 
and  Mrs.  Gallilee's  innocent  husband  had  pro- 
fited by  that  circumstance ! 

Unexpectedly  tried  by  time,  Mr.  Gallilee's 
resolution  to  assert  his  paternal  authority,  in 
spite  of  his  wife,  had  failed  him.  The  same 
timidity  which  invents  a  lie  in  a  hurry,  can 
construct  a  stratagem  at  leisure.  Marceline 
had  discovered  her  master  putting  a  plan  of 
escape,  devised  by  himself,  to  its  first  practical 
trial  before  the  open  wardrobe  of  his  daughters 
— and  had  asked  slily  if  she  could  be  of  any 
use.  Never  remarkable  for  presence  of  mind 
in  emergencies,  Mr.  Gallilee  had  helplessly 
admitted  to  his  confidence  the  last  person  in 
the  house,  whom  anyone  else  (in  his  position) 
would  have  trusted.  '  My  good  soul,  I  want  to 
take  the  girls  away  quietly  for  change  of  air — 

0  2 
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you  have  got  little  secrets  of  your  own,  like  me, 
haven't  you  ? — and  the  fact  is,  I  don't  quite  know 

how  many  petticoats .'     There,  he  checked 

himself;  conscious,  when  it  was  too  late,  that 
he  was  asking  his  wife'3  maid  to  help  him  in 
deceiving  his  wife.  The  ready  Marceline  helped 
him  through  the  difficulty.  '  I  understand,  sir  : 
my  mistress's  mind  is  much  occupied — and 
you  don't  want  to  trouble  her  about  this  little 
journey.'  Mr.  Gallilee,  at  a  loss  for  any  other 
answer,  pulled  out  his  purse.  Marceline 
modestly  drew  back  at  the  sight  of  it.  '  My 
mistress  pays  me,  sir ;  I  serve  you  for  nothing.' 
In  those  words,  she  would  have  informed  any 
other  man  of  the  place  which  Mrs.  Gallilee  held 
in  her  estimation.  Her  master  simply  con- 
sidered her  to  be  the  most  disinterested  woman 
he  had  ever  met  with.  If  she  lost  her  situation 
through  helping  him,  he  engaged  to  pay  her 
wages  until  she  found  another  place.  The 
maid  set  his  mind  at  rest  on  that  subject.     '  A 
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woman  who  understands  hairdressing  as  I  do, 
sir,  can  refer  to  other  ladies  besides  Mrs. 
Gallilee,  and  can  get  a  place  whenever  she 
wants  one.' 

Having  decided  on  what  she  should  confess, 
and  on  what  she  should  conceal,  Marceline 
knocked  at  the  library  door.  Eeceiving  no 
answer,  she  went  in. 

Mrs.  Gallilee  was  leaning  back  in  her  chair: 
her  hands  hung  down  on  either  side  of  her ; 
her  eyes  looked  up  drowsily  at  the  ceiling. 
Prepared  to  see  a  person  with  an  overburdened 
mind,  the  maid  (without  sympathy,  to  quicken 
her  perceptions)  saw  nothing  but  a  person  on 
the  point  of  taking  a  nap. 

'  Can  I  speak  a  word,  ma'am  ?  ' 

Mrs.  Gallilee's  eyes  remained  fixed  on  the 
ceiling.     '  Is  that  my  maid  ?  '  she  asked. 

Treated — to  all  appearance — with  marked 
contempt,  Marceline  no  longer  cared  to  assume 
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the  forms  of  respect  either  in  language  or 
manner.  '  I  wish  to  give  3^011  notice  to  leave,' 
she  said  abruptly  ;  '  I  find  I  can't  get  on  with 
my  fellow-servants.' 

Mrs.  Gallilee  slowly  raised  her  head,  and 
looked  at  her  maid — and  said  nothing. 

'  And  while  I'm  about  it,'  the  angry  woman 
proceeded,  '  I  may  as  well  own  the  truth. 
You  suspect  one  of  us  of  helping  my  master  to 
take  away  the  young  ladies'  things — I  mean 
some  few  of  their  things.  Well !  you  needn't 
blame  innocent  people.     I'm  the  person.' 

Mrs.  Gallilee  laid  her  head  back  airain  on 
the  chair — and  burst  out  laughing. 

For  one  moment,  Marceline  looked  at  her 
mistress  in  blank  surprise.  Then,  the  terrible 
truth  burst  on  her.  She  ran  into  the  hall,  and 
called  for  Joseph. 

He  hurried  up  the  stairs.  The  instant  he 
presented  himself  at  the  open  door.  Mrs.  Galli- 
lee rose  to  her  feet.     '  My  medical  attendant,' 
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she  said,  with  an  assumption  of  dignity  ;  '  I  must 
explain  myself.'  She  held  up  one  hand,  out- 
stretched; and  counted  her  fingers  with  the 
other.  '  First  my  husband.  Then  my  son. 
Now  my  maid.  One,  two,  three.  Mr.  Null,  do 
you  know  the  proverb  ?  "  It's  the  last  hair 
that  breaks  the  camel's  back."  '  She  suddenly 
dropped  on  her  knees.  ;  Will  somebody  pray 
for  me  ?  '  she  cried  piteously.  '  I  don't  know 
how  to  pray  for  myself.     Where  is  God  ?  ' 

Bareheaded  as  he  Avas,  Joseph  ran  out. 
The  nearest  doctor  lived  on  the  opposite  side  of 
the  Square.  He  happened  to  be  at  home. 
When  he  reached  the  house,  the  women  ser- 
vants were  holding  their  mistress  down  by  main 
force. 
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CHAPTEE  LVI. 

On  the  next  day,  Mr.  Mool — returning  from  a 
legal  consultation  to  an  appointment  at  his 
office — found  a  gentleman,  whom  he  knew  by 
sight,  walking  up  and  down  before  his  door ; 
apparently  bent  on  intercepting  him.  '  Mr. 
Null,  I  believe  ? '  he  said,  with  his  customary 
politeness. 

Mr.  Null  answered  to  his  name,  and  asked 
for  a  moment  of  Mr.  Mool's  time.  Mr.  Mool 
looked  grave,  and  said  he  was  late  for  an  ap- 
pointment already.  Mr.  Null  admitted  that 
the  clerks  in  the  office  had  told  him  so,  and 
said  at  last,  what  he  ought  to  have  said  at  first : 
'I  am  Mrs.  Gallilee's  medical  attendant — there 
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is  serious  necessity  for  communicating  with  her 
husband.' 

Mr.  Mool  instantly  led  the  way  into  the 
office. 

The  chief  clerk  approached  his  employer, 
with  some  severity  of  manner.  'The  parties 
have  been  waiting,  sir,  for  more  than  a  quarter 
of  an  hour.'  Mr.  Mool's  attention  wTandered : 
he  was  thinking  of  Mrs.  Gallilee.  '  Is  she 
dying?  '  he  asked.  '  She  is  out  of  her  mind,' 
Mr.  Null  answered.  Those  words  petrified  the 
lawyer :  he  looked  helplessly  at  the  clerk — who, 
in  his  turn,  looked  indignantly  at  the  office 
clock.  Mr.  Mool  recovered  himself.  '  Say  I 
am  detained  by  a  most  distressing  circum- 
stance ;  I  will  call  on  the  parties  later  in  the 
day,  at  their  own  hour.'  Giving  those  direc- 
tions to  the  clerk,  he  hurried  Mr.  Null  upstairs 
into  a  private  room.  '  Tell  me  about  it ;  pray 
tell  me  about  it.  Stop  !  Perhaps,  there  is  not 
time  enough.     What  can  I  do  ?  ' 
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Mr.  Null  put  the  question,  which  he  ought 
to  have  asked  when  they  met  at  the  house 
door.  '  Can  you  tell  me  Mr.  Gallilee's  ad- 
dress ? ' 

'Certainly!  Care  of  the  Earl  of  North- 
lake ' 

'Will  you  please  write  it  in  my  pocket- 
book  ?  I  am  go  upset  by  this  dreadful  affair 
that  I  can't  trust  my  memory.' 

Such  a  confession  of  helplessness  as  this, 
was  all  that  was  wanted  to  rouse  Mr.  Mool. 
Ho  rejected  the  pocket-book,  and  wrote  the 
address  on  a  telegram.  '  lieturn  directly  :  your 
wife  is  seriously  ill.'  In  five  minutes  more, 
the  message  was  on  its  way  to  Scotland  ;  and 
Mr.  Null  was  at  liberty  to  tell  his  melancholy 
story — if  he  could. 

With  assistance  from  Mr.  Mool,  he  cot 
through  it,  '  This  morning,'  he  proceeded,  '  I 
have  had  the  two  best  opinions  in  London. 
Assuming  that  there  is  no  hereditary  taint,  the 
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doctors  think  favourably  of  Mrs.  Gallilee's 
chances  of  recovery.' 

*  Is  it  violent  madness  ? '  Mr.  Mool  asked. 

Mr.  Null  admitted  that  two  nurses  were 
required.  '  The  doctors  don't  look  on  her 
violence  as  a  discouraging  symptom,'  he  said. 
'They  are  inclined  to  attribute  it  to  the 
strength  of  her  constitution.  I  felt  it  my  duty 
to  place  my  own  knowledge  of  the  case  before 
them.  Without  mentioning  painful  family 
circumstances ' 

'  I  happen  to  be  acquainted  with  the  cir- 
cumstances,' Mr.  Mool  interposed.  '  Are  they 
in  any  way  connected  with  this  dreadful  state 
of  things '?  ' 

He  put  that  question  eagerly,  as  if  he  had 
some  strong  personal  interest  in  hearing  the 
reply. 

Mr.  Null  blundered  on  steadily  with  his 
story.  <  I  thought  it  right  (with  all  due  re- 
serve)   to    mention    that    Mrs.    Gallilce   had 
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been  subjected  to— I  won't  trouble  you  with 
medical  language— let  us  say,  to  a  severe 
shock;  involving  mental  disturbance  as  well 
as  bodily  injury,  before  her  reason  gave 
way.' 

'And  they  considered  that  to  be  the 
cause ? ' 

Mr.  Null  asserted  his  dignity.  '  The  doc- 
tors agreed  with  Me,  that  it  had  shaken  her 
power  of  self-control.' 

'You  relieve  me,  Mr.  Null— you  infinitely 
relieve  me!  If  our  way  of  removing  the 
children  had  done  the  mischief,  I  should  never 
have  forgiven  myself.' 

He  blushed,  and  said  no  more.  Had  Mr. 
Null  noticed  the  slip  of  the  tongue  into  which 
his  agitation  had  betrayed  him  ?  Mr.  Null  did 
certainly  look  as  if  he  was  going  to  put  a 
question.  The  lawyer  desperately  forestalled 
him. 

'  May  I  ask  how  you  came  to  apply  to  me 
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for  Mr.  Gallilee's  address  ?     Did  you  think  of 
it  yourself?' 

Mr.  Null  had  never  had  an  idea  of  his  own, 
from  the  day  of  his  birth,  downward.  '  A  very 
intelligent  man,'  he  answered,  '  reminded  me 
that  you  were  an  old  friend  of  Mr.  Gallilee. 
In  short,  it  was  Joseph — the  footman  at  Fair- 
field Gardens.' 

Joseph's  good  opinion  was  of  no  importance 
to  Mr.  Mool's  professional  interests.  He  could 
gratify  Mr.  Null's  curiosity  without  fear  of 
lowering  himself  in  the  estimation  of  a  client. 

'  I  had  better,  perhaps,  explain  that  chance 
allusion  of  mine  to  the  children,'  he  began. 
'  My  good  friend,  Mr.  Gallilee,  had  his  own 
reasons  for  removing  his  daughters  from  home 
for  a  time — reasons,  I  am  bound  to  add,  in 
which  I  concur.  The  children  were  to  be 
placed  under  the  care  of  their  aunt,  Lady 
Northlake.  Unfortunately,  her  ladyship  was 
away  with   my  lord,  cruising  in  their  yacht. 
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They  were  not  able  to  receive  Maria  and  Zoe 
at  once.  In  the  interval  that  elapsed — excuse 
my  entering  into  particulars — our  excellent 
friend  had  his  own  domestic  reasons  for  ar- 
ranging the — the  sort  of  clandestine  departure 
which  did  in  fact  take  place.  It  was  perhaps 
unwise  on  my  part  to  consent — in  short,  I 
permitted  some  of  the  necessary  clothing  to  be 
privately  deposited  here,  and  called  for  on  the 
way  to  the  station.  Very  unprofessional,  I  am 
aware.  I  did  it  for  the  best ;  and  allowed  my 
friendly  feeling  to  mislead  me.  Can  I  be  of 
any  use?  How  is  poor  Miss  Carmina?  No 
better  ?  Oh,  dear  !  dear !  Mr.  Ovid  will  hear 
dreadful  news,  when  he  comes  home.  Can't 
Ave  prepare  him  for  it,  in  any  way  ?  ' 

Mr.  Null  announced  that  a  telegram  would 
meet  Ovid  at  Queenstown — with  the  air  of  a 
man  who  had  removed  every  obstacle  that 
could  be  suggested  to  him.  The  kind-hearted 
lawyer  shook  his  head. 
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'  Is  there  no  friend  who  can  meet  him 
there  ?  '  Mr.  Mool  suggested.  '  I  have  clients 
depending  on  me — cases,  in  which  property  is 
concerned,  and  reputation  is  at  stake — or  I 
would  gladly  go  myself.  You,  with  your 
patients,  are  as  little  at  liberty  as  I  am.  Can't 
you  think  of  some  other  friend  ? ' 

Mr.  Null  could  think  of  nobody,  and  had 
nothing  to  propose.  Of  the  three  weak  men, 
now  brought  into  association  by  the  influence 
of  domestic  calamity,  he  was  the  feeblest, 
beyond  all  doubt.  Mr.  Mool  had  knowledge 
of  law,  and  could  on  occasion  be  incited  to 
energy.  Mr.  Gallilee  had  warm  affections, 
which,  being  stimulated,  could  at  least  assert 
themselves.  Mr.  Null,  professionally  and 
personally,  was  incapable  of  stepping  beyond 
his  own  narrow  limits,  under  any  provocation 
whatever.  He  submitted  to  the  force  of  events 
as  a  cabbage-leaf  submits  to  the  teeth  of  a 
rabbit. 
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After  leaving  the  office,  Carmina's  medical 
attendant  had  his  patient  to  see.  Since  the 
unfortunate  alarm  in  the  house,  he  had  begun 
to  feel  doubtful  and  anxious  about  her  again. 

In  the  sitting-ropm,  he  found  Teresa  and 
the  landlady  in  consultation.  In  her  own 
abrupt  way,  the  nurse  made  him  acquainted 
with  the  nature  of  the  conference. 

'  We  have  two  worries  to  bother  us,'  she 
said ;  '  and  the  music-master  is  the  worst  of 
the  two.  There's  a  notion  at  the  hospital  (set 
agoing,  I  don't  doubt,  by  the  man  himself), 
that  I  crushed  his  fingers  on  purpose.  That's 
a  lie !  With  the  open  cupboard  door  between 
us,  how  could  I  see  him,  or  he  see  me? 
When  I  gave  it  a  push-to,  I  no  more  knew 
where  his  hand  was,  than  you  do.  If  I  meant 
anything,  I  meant  to  slap  his  face  for  prying 
about  in  my  room.  We've  made  out  a  writing 
between  us,  to  show  to  the  doctors.  You  shall 
have   a  copy,  in  case  you're  asked  about  it. 
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Now  for  the  other  matter.  You  keep  on  tell- 
ing me  I  shall  fall  ill  myself,  if  I  don't  get  a 
person  to  help  me  with  Carmina.  Make  your 
mind  easy — the  person  has  come.' 

'  Where  is  she  ?  ' 

Teresa  pointed  to  the  bedroom. 

'  Eecommended  by  me  ? '  Mr.  Null  in- 
quired. 

'  Eecommended  by  herself.  And  we  don't 
like  her.     That's  the  other  worry.' 

Mr.  Null's  dignity  declined  to  attach  any 
importance  to  the  '  other  worry.'  '  No  nurse 
has  any  business  here,  without  my  sanction  ! 
I'll  send  her  away  directly.' 

He  pushed  open  the  baize  door.  A  lady 
was  sitting  by  Carolina's  bedside.  Even  in  the 
dim  light,  there  was  no  mistaking  that  face. 
Mr.  Null  recognised — Miss  Minerva. 

She  rose,  and  bowed  to  him.  He  returned 
the  bow  stiffly.  Nature's  protecting  care  of 
fools   supplies   them    with   an   instinct   which 
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distrusts  ability.  Mr.  Null  had  never  liked 
Miss  Minerva.  At  the  same  time,  he  was  a 
little  afraid  of  her.  This  was  not  the  sort  of 
nurse  who  could  be  ordered  to  retire  at  a 
moment's  notice. 

'  I  have  been  waiting  anxiously  to  see  you,' 
she  said — and  led  the  way  to  the  farther  end 
of  the  room.  '  Carmina  terrifies  me,'  she 
added  in  a  whisper.  { I  have  been  here  for  an 
hour.  When  I  entered  the  room  her  face, 
poor  dear,  seemed  to  come  to  life  again;  she 
was  able  to  express  her  joy  at  seeing  me. 
Even  the  jealous  old  nurse  noticed  the  change 
for  the  better.  Why  didn't  it  last  ?  Look  at 
her — oh,  look  at  her ! ' 

The  melancholy  relapse  that  had  followed 
the  short  interval  of  excitement  was  visible  to 
anyone  now. 

There  was  the  '  simulated  paralysis,'  show- 
ing itself  plainly  in  every  part  of  the  face.  She 
lay  still  as  death,  looking  vacantly  at  the  foot 
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of  the  bed.  Mr.  Null  was  inclined  to  resent 
the  interference  of  a  meddling  woman,  in  the 
discharge  of  his  duty.  He  felt  Carmina's  pulse, 
in  sulky  silence.  Her  eyes  never  moved  ;  her 
hand  showed  no  consciousness  of  his  touch. 
Teresa  opened  the  door,  and  looked  in — im- 
patiently eager  to  see  the  intruding  nurse  sent 
away.  Miss  Minerva  invited  her  to  return  to 
her  place  at  the  bedside.  '  I  only  ask  to 
occupy  it,'  she  said  considerately,  '  when  you 
want  rest.'  Teresa  was  ready  with  an  un- 
gracious reply,  but  found  no  opportunity  of 
putting  it  into  words.  Miss  Minerva  turned 
quickly  to  Mr.  Null.  '  I  must  ask  you  to  let 
me  say  a  few  words  more,'  she  continued  ;  *  I 
will  wait  for  you  in  the  next  room.' 

Her  resolute  eyes  rested  on  him  with  a  look 
which  said  plainly,  '  I  mean  to  be  heard.'  He 
followed  her  into  the  sitting-room,  and  waited 
in  sullen  submission  to  hear  what  she  had  to 
say. 

p  2 
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'  I  must  not  trouble  you  by  entering  into 
my  own  affairs,'  she  began.  '  I  will  only  say 
that  I  have  obtained  an  engagement  much 
sooner  than  I  had  anticipated,  and  that  the 
convenience  of  my  employers  made  it  necessary 
for  me  to  meet  them  in  Paris.  I  owed  Car- 
mina  a  letter ;  but  I  had  reasons  for  not 
writing  until  I  knew  whether  she  had,  or  had 
not,  left  London.  With  that  object,  I  called 
this  morning  at  her  aunt's  house.  You  now 
see  me  here — after  what  I  have  heard  from 
the  servants.  I  make  no  comment,  and  I 
ask  for  no  explanations.  One  thing  only, 
I  must  know-  Teresa  refers  me  to  you.  Is 
Carmina  attended  by  any  other  medical 
man  ? ' 

Mr.  Null  answered  stiffly,  '  I  am  in  con- 
sultation with  Doctor  Benjulia  ;  and  I  expect 
him  to-day.' 

The  reply  startled  her.  '  Dr.  Benjulia  ?  ' 
she  repeated. 
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'  The  greatest  man  we  have ! '  Mr.  Null 
asserted  in  his  most  positive  manner. 

She  silently  determined  to  wait  until  Doctor 
Benjulia  arrived. 

'What  is  the  last  news  of  Mr.  Ovid?'  she 
said  to  him,  after  an  interval  of  consideration. 

He  told  her  the  news,  in  the  fewest  words 
possible.  Even  he  observed  that  it  seemed  to 
excite  her. 

'  Oh,  Mr.  Null !  who  is  to  prepare  him  for 
what  he  will  see  in  that  room  ?  Who  is  to  tell 
him  what  he  must  hear  of  his  mother  ? ' 

There  was  a  certain  familiarity  in  the 
language  of  this  appeal,  which  Mr.  Null  felt  it 
necessary  to  discourage.  '  The  matter  is  left 
in  my  hands,'  he  announced.  '  I  shall  telegraph 
to  him  at  Queenstown.  When  he  comes  home, 
he  will  find  my  prescriptions  on  the  table. 
Being  a  medical  man  himself,  my  treatment 
of  the  case  will  tell  Mr.  Ovid  Vere  every- 
thing.' 
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The  obstinate  insensibility  of  his  tone  stopped 
her  on  the  point  of  saying  what  Mr.  Mool  had 
said  already.  She,  too,  felt  for  Ovid,  when  she 
thought  of  the  cruel  brevity  of  a  telegram. 
'  At  what  date  will  the  vessel  reach  Queens  - 
town  ? '  she  asked. 

'  By  way  of  making  sure,'  said  Mr.  Null, '  I 
shall  telegraph  in  a  week's  time.' 

She  troubled  him  with  no  more  inquiries. 
He  had  purposely  remained  standing,  in  the 
expectation  that  she  would  take  the  hint,  and 
go ;  and  he  now  walked  to  the  window,  and 
looked  out.  She  remained  in  her  chair,  think- 
ing. In  a  few  minutes  more,  there  was  a  heavy 
step  on  the  stairs.     Benjulia  had  arrived. 

He  looked  hard  at  Miss  Minerva,-  in  uncon- 
cealed surprise  at  finding  her  in  the  house.  She 
rose,  and  made  an  effort  to  propitiate  him  by 
shaking  hands.  '  I  am  very  aDxious,'  she  said 
gently,  '  to  hear  your  opinion.' 

'Your  hand   tells  me   that,'  he  answered. 
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'  It's  a  cold  hand,  on  a  warm  day.  You're  an 
excitable  woman.' 

He  looked  at  Mr.  Null,  and  led  the  way 
into  the  bedroom. 

Left  by  herself,  Miss  Minerva  discovered 
writing  materials  (placed  ready  for  Mr.  Null's 
next  prescription)  on  a  side  table.  She  made 
use  of  them  at  once  to  write  to  her  employer. 
'  A  dear  friend  of  mine  is  seriously  ill,  and  in 
urgent  need  of  all  that  my  devotion  can  do 
for  her.  If  you  are  willing  to  release  me  from 
my  duties  for  a  short  time,  your  sympathy  and 
indulgence  will  not  be  thrown  away  on  an 
ungrateful  woman.  If  you  cannot  do  me  this 
favour,  I  ask  your  pardon  for  putting  you  to 
inconvenience,  and  leave  some  other  person, 
whose  mind  is  at  ease,  to  occupy  the  place 
which  I  am  for  the  present  unfit  to  fill.' 
Having  completed  her  letter  in  those  terms,  she 
waited  Benjulia's  return. 

There   was    sadness   in    her   face,  but   no 
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agitation,  as  she  looked  patiently  towards  the 
bedroom  door.  At  last — in  her  inmost  heart, 
she  knew  it — the  victory  over  herself  was  a 
victory  won.  Carmina  could  trust  her  now ; 
and  Ovid  himself  should  see  it ! 

Mr.  Null  returned  to  the  sitting-room  alone. 
Doctor  Benjulia  had  no  time  to  spare :  he  had 
left  the  bedroom  by  the  other  door. 

'  I  may  say  (as  you  seem  anxious)  that  my 
colleague  approves  of  a  proposal,  on  my  part, 
to  slightly  modify  the  last  prescription.  We 
recognise  the  new  symptoms,  without  feeling 
alarm.'  Having  issued  this  bulletin,  Mr.  Null 
sat  down  to  make  his  feeble  treatment  of  his 
patient  feebler  still. 

When  he  looked  up  again,  the  room  was 
empty.  Had  she  left  the  house  ?  No :  her 
travelling  hat  and  her  gloves  were  on  the  other 
table.  Had  she  boldly  confronted  Teresa  on 
her  own  ground  ? 

He  took  his  modified  prescription  into  the 
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bedroom.  There  she  was,  and  there  sat  the 
implacable  nurse,  already  persuaded  into  listen- 
ing to  her!  What  conceivable  subject  could 
there  be,  which  offered  two  such  women  neutral 
ground  to  meet  on  ?  Mr.  Null  left  the  house 
without  the  faintest  suspicion  that  Carmina 
might  be  the  subject. 

'  May  I  try  to  rouse  her  ?  ' 

Teresa  answered  by  silently  resigning  her 
place  at  the  bedside.  Miss  Minerva  touched 
Carmina's  hand,  and  spoke.  '  Have  you  heard 
the  good  news,  dear  ?  Ovid  is  coming  back  in 
little  more  than  a  week.' 

Carmina  looked — reluctantly  looked — at 
her  friend,  and  said,  with  an  effort,  '  I  am  glad.' 

'You  will  be  better,'  Miss  Minerva  con- 
tinued, '  the  moment  you  see  him.' 

Her  face  became  faintly  animated.  '  I  shall 
be  able  to  say  good-bye,'  she  answered. 

*  Not  good-bye,  darling.  He  is  returning  to 
you  after  a  long  journey.' 
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'  I  am  going,  Frances,  on  a  longer  journey- 
still.'  She  closed  her  eyes,  too  weary  or  too 
indifferent  to  say  more. 

Miss  Minerva  drew  back,  striiQ-glins  against 
the  tears  that  fell"  fast  over  her  face.  The 
jealous  old  nurse  quietly  moved  nearer  to  her, 
and  kissed  her  hand.  '  I've  been  a  brute  and 
a  fool,'  said  Teresa  ;  '  you're  almost  as  fond  of 
her  as  I  am.' 

A  week  later,  Miss  Minerva  left  London,  to 
wait  for  Ovid  at  Queenstown. 
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CHAPTER  LVII. 

Mr.  Mool  was  in  attendance  at  Fairfield 
Gardens,  when  his  old  friend  arrived  from 
Scotland,  to  tell  him  what  the  cautiously 
expressed  message  in  the  telegram  really 
meant. 

But  one  idea  seemed  to  be  impressed  on 
Mr.  Gallilee's  mind — the  idea  of  reconciliation. 
He  insisted  on  seeing  his  wife.  It  was  in  vain 
to  tell  him  that  she  was  utterly  incapable  of 
reciprocating  or  even  of  understanding  his 
wishes.  Absolute  resistance  was  the  one  alter- 
native left — and  it  was  followed  by  distressing 
results.  The  kind-hearted  old  man  burst  into 
a  fit  of  crying,  which  even  shook  the  resolution 
of  the  doctors.     One  of  them  went  upstairs  to 
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warn  the  nurses.     The  other  said,  '  Let  him  see 
her.' 

The  instant  he  showed  himself  in  the  room, 
Mrs.  Gallilee  recognised  him  with  a  shriek  of 
fury.  The  nurses  held  her  back — while  Mr. 
Mool  dragged  him  out  again,  and  shut  the  door. 
The  object  of  the  doctors  had  been  gained. 
His  own  eyes  had  convinced  him  of  the  terrible 
necessity  of  placing  his  wife  under  restraint. 
She  was  removed  to  a  private  asylum. 

Maria  and  Zo  had  been  left  in  Scotland — as 
perfectly  happy  as  girls  could  be,  in  the  society 
of  their  cousins,  and  under  the  affectionate  care 
of  their  aunt.  Mr.  Gallilee  remained  in  London  ; 
but  he  was  not  left  alone  in  the  deserted  house. 
The  good  lawyer  had  a  spare  room  at  his  dis- 
posal ;  and  Mrs.  Mool  and  her  daughters  re- 
ceived him  with  true  sympathy.  Coming  events 
helped  to  steady  his  mind.  He  was  comforted 
in  the  anticipation  of  Ovid's  return,  and  in- 
terested in    hearing  of  the    generous    motive 
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which   had    led    Miss    Minerva   to   meet   his 
stepson. 

'  I  never  agreed  with  the  others  when  they 
used  to  abuse  our  governess,'  he  said.  '  She 
might  have  been  quick-tempered,  and  she 
might  have  been  ugly — I  suppose  I  saw  her  in 
some  other  light  myself.'  He  had  truly  seen 
her  under  another  light.  In  his  simple  affec- 
tionate nature,  there  had  been  instinctive  recog- 
nition of  that  great  heart. 

He  was  allowed  to  see  Carmina,  in  the  hope 
that  pleasant  associations  connected  with  him 
might  have  a  favourable  influence.  She  smiled 
faintly,  and  gave  him  her  hand  when  she  saw 
him  at  the  bedside — but  that  was  all. 

Too  deeply  distressed  to  ask  to  see  her 
again,  he  made  his  inquiries  for  the  future  at 
the  door.  Day  after  day,  the  answer  was  always 
the  same. 

Before  she  left  London,  Miss  Minerva  had 
taken  it  on  herself  to  engage  the  vacant  rooms, 
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on  the  ground  floor  of  the  lodging-house,  for 
Ovid.  She  knew  his  heart,  as  she  knew  her 
own  heart.  Once  under  the  same  roof  with 
Carmina,  he  would  leave  it  no  more — until  life 
gave  her  back  to  him,  or  death  took  her  away. 
Hearing  of  what  had  been  done,  Mr.  Gallile 
removed  to  Ovid's  rooms  the  writing-desk  and 
the  books,  the  favourite  music  and  the  faded 
flowers,  left  by  Carmina  at  Fairfield  Gardens. 
'Anything  that  belongs  to  her,'  he  thought, 
'will  surely  be  welcome  to  the  poor  fellow 
when  he  comes  back.' 

On  one  afternoon — never  afterwards  to  be 
forgotten — he  had  only  begun  to  make  his 
daily  inquiry,  when  the  door  on  the  ground 
floor  was  opened,  and  Miss  Minerva  beckoned 
to  him. 

Her  face  daunted  Mr.  Gallilee :  he  asked, 
in  a  whisper,  if  Ovid  had  returned. 

She  pointed  upwards,  and  answered,  '  He  is 
with  her  now.' 
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'  How  did  he  bear  it  ?  ' 

'  We  don't  know  ;  we  were  afraid  to  follow 
him  into  the  room.' 

She  turned  towards  the  window  as  she 
spoke.  Teresa  was  sitting  there — vacantly 
looking  out.  Mr.  Gallilee  spoke  to  her  kindly : 
she  made  no  answer ;  she  never  even  moved. 
'  Worn  out ! '  Miss  Minerva  whispered  to  him. 
'  When  she  thinks  of  Carmina  now,  she  thinks 
without  hope.' 

He  shuddered.  The  expression  of  his  own 
fear  was  in  those  words — and  he  shrank  from 
it.  Miss  Minerva  took  his  hand,  and  led  him 
to  a  chair.  '  Ovid  will  know  best,'  she  reminded 
him  ;  '  let  us  wait  for  what  Ovid  will  say.' 

'  Did  you  meet  him  on  board  the  vessel  ?  ' 
Mr.  Gallilee  asked. 

'  Yes.' 

'  How  did  he  look  ?  ' 

'  So  well  and  so  strong  that  you  would  hardly 
have  known  him  again — till   he  asked  about 
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Carmina.  Then  he  turned  pale.  I  knew  that 
I  must  tell  him  the  truth — but  I  was  afraid  to 
take  it  entirely  on  myself.  Something  Mr.  Null 
said  to  me,  before  I  left  London,  suggested  that 
I  might  help  Ovid  to  understand  me  if  I  took 
the  prescriptions  to  Queenstown.  I  had  not 
noticed  that  they  were  signed  by  Doctor  Ben- 
julia,  as  well  as  by  Mr.  Null.  Don't  ask  me 
what  effect  the  discovery  had  on  him  !  I  bore 
it  at  the  time — I  can't  speak  of  it  now.' 

'  You  good  creature  !  you  dear  good  crea- 
ture !  Forgive  me  if  I  have  distressed  you ; 
I  didn't  mean  it.' 

'  You  have  not  distressed  me.  Is  there  any- 
thing else  I  can  tell  you  ?  ' 

Mr.  Gallilee  hesitated.  '  There  is  one  thins 
more,'  he  said.     '  It  isn't  about  Carmina  this 

time ' 

He  hesitated  again.  Miss  Minerva  under- 
stood him.  '  Yes,'  she  answered  ;  '  I  spoke  to 
Ovid  of  his  mother.     In  mercy  to  himself  and 
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to  me,  lie  would  hear  no  details.  "  I  know 
enough,"  he  said,  "if  I  know  that  she  is  the 
person  to  blame.  I  was  prepared  to  hear  it. 
My  mother's  silence  could  only  be  accounted 
for  in  one  way,  when  I  had  read  Zo's  letter." — 
Don't  you  know,  Mr.  Gallilee,  that  the  child 
wrote  to  Ovid  ? ' 

The  surprise  and  delight  of  Zo's  fond  old 
father,  when  he  heard  the  story  of  the  letter, 
forced  a  smile  from  Miss  Minerva,  even  at  that 
time  of  doubt  and  sorrow.  He  declared  that  he 
would  have  returned  to  his  daughter  by  the 
mail  train  of  that  night,  but  for  two  considera- 
tions. He  must  see  his  stepson  before  he  went 
back  to  Scotland ;  and  he  must  search  all  the 
toy-shops  in  London  for  the  most  magnificent 
present  that  could  be  offered  to  a  young 'person 
of  ten  years  old.  '  Tell  Ovid,  with  my  love, 
I'll  call  again  to-morrow,'  he  said,  looking  at 
his  watch.  '  I  have  just  time  to  write  to  Zo  by 
to-day's  post.'     He  went  to  his  club,  for  the 
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first  time  since  lie  had  returned  to  London. 
Miss  Minerva  thought  of  bygone  days,  and 
wondered  if  he  would  enjoy  his  champagne. 

A  little  later  Mr.  Null  called — anxious  to 
know  if  Ovid  had  arrived. 

Other  women,  in  the  position  of  Miss 
Minerva  and  Teresa,  might  have  hesitated  to 
keep  the  patient's  room  closed  to  the  doctor. 
These  two  were  resolved.  They  refused  to 
disturb  Ovid,  even  by  sending  up  a  message. 
Mr.  Null  took  offence.  '  Understand,  both  of 
you,'  he  said,  '  when  I  call  to-morrow  morning, 
I  shall  insist  on  going  upstairs — and  if  I  find 
this  incivility  repeated,  I  shall  throw,  up  the 
case.'  He  left  the  room,  triumphing  in  his 
fool's  paradise  of  aggressive  self-conceit. 

They  waited  for  some  time  longer — and 
still  no  message  reached  them  from  upstairs. 
'  We  may  be  wrong  in  staying  here,'  Miss 
Minerva  suggested  ;  '  he  may  want  to  be  alone 
when  he  leaves  her — let  us  go.' 
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She  rose  to  return  to  the  house  of  her  new 
employers.  They  respected  her,  and  felt  for 
her :  while  Carmina's  illness  continued,  she 
had  the  entire  disposal  of  her  time.  The  nurse 
accompanied  her  to  the  door  ;  resigned  to  take 
refuge  in  the  landlady's  room.  '  I'm  afraid  to 
be  by  myself,'  Teresa  said.  '  Even  that  woman's 
chatter  is  better  for  me  than  my  own  thoughts.' 

Before  parting  for  the  night  they  waited  in 
the  hall,  looking  towards  the  stairs,  aud  listen- 
ing anxiously.  Not  a  sound  disturbed  the 
melancholy  silence. 
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CHAPTER  LVIII. 

Among  many  vain  hopes,  one  hope  had  been 
realised  :  they  had  met  again. 

In  the  darkened  room,  her  weary  eyes 
could  hardly  have  seen  the  betrayal  of  what  he 
suffered—  even  if  she  had  looked  up  in  his  face. 
She  was  content  to  rest  her  head  on  his  breast, 
and  to  feel  his  arm  round  her.  '  I  am  glad, 
dear,'  she  said,  '  to  have  lived  long  enough  for 
this.' 

Those  were  her  first  words — after  the  first 
kiss.  She  had  trembled  and  sighed,  when  he 
ran  to  her  and  bent  over  her :  it  was  the  one 
expression  left  of  all  her  joy  and  all  her  love. 
But  it  passed  away  as  other  lesser  agitations 
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had  passed  away.  One  last  reserve  of  energy 
obeyed  the  gentle  persuasion  of  love.  Silent 
towards  all  other  friends,  she  was  able  to 
speak  to  Ovid. 

'  You  used  to  breathe  so  lightly,'  she  said. 
'  How  is  it  that  I  hear  you  now.  Oh,  Ovid, 
don't  cry  !     I  couldn't  bear  that.' 

He  answered  her  quietly.  '  Don't  be  afraid, 
darling ;  I  won't  distress  you.' 

'  And  you  will  let  me  say,  what  I  want  to 
say?' 

'  Oh  yes ! ' 

This  satisfied  her.  '  I  may  rest  a  little 
now,'  she  said. 

He  too  was  silent ;  held  down  by  the  heavy 
hand  of  despair. 

The  time  had  been,  in  the  days  of  his  failing 
health,  when  the  solemn  shadows  of  evening 
falling  over  the  fields — the  soaring  song  of  the 
lark  in  the  bright  heights  of  the  midday  sky — 
the  dear  lost   remembrances   that   the  divine 
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touch  of  music  finds  again — brought  tears  into 
his  eyes.  They  were  dry  eyes  now  !  Those 
once  tremulous  nerves  had  gathered  steady 
strength,  on  the  broad  prairies  and  in  the  roving 
life.  Could  trembling  sorrow,  seeking  its  way 
to  the  sources  of  tears,  overbear  the  robust 
vitality  that  rioted  in  his  blood,  whether  she 
lived  or  whether  she  died?  In  those  deep 
breathings  that  had  alarmed  her,  she  had 
indeed  heard  the  struggle  of  grief,  vainly 
urging  its  way  to  expression  against  the  master- 
ful health  and  strength  that  set  moral  weakness 
at  defiance.  Nature  had  remade  this  man — 
and  Nature  never  pities. 

It  was  an  effort  to  her  to  collect  her  thoughts 
— but  she  did  collect  them.  She  was  able  to 
tell  him  what  was  in  her  mind. 

'  Do  you  think,  Ovid,  your  mother  will  care 
much  what  becomes  of  me,  when  I  die  ?  ' 

He  started  at  those  dreadful  words — so 
softly,  so  patiently  spoken.     'You  will  live,'  he 
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said.  '  My  Carmina,  what  am  I  here  for  but  to 
bring  you  back  to  life  ?  ' 

She  made  no  attempt  to  dispute  with  him. 
Quietly,  persistently,  she  returned  to  the  thought 
that  was  in  her. 

'Say  that  I  forgive  your  mother,  Ovid — and 
that  I  only  ask  one  thing  in  return.  I  ask  her 
to  leave  me  to  you,  when  the  end  has  come. 
My  dear,  there  is  a  feeling  in  me  that  I  can't 
get  over.  Don't  let  me  be  buried  in  a  great 
place  all  crowded  with  the  dead  !  I  once  saw 
a  picture — it  was  at  home  in  Italy,  I  think — an 
English  picture  of  a  quiet  little  churchyard  in 
the  country.  The  shadows  of  the  trees  rested 
on  the  lonely  graves.  And  some  great  poet  had 
written  —  oh,  such  beautiful  words  about  it. 
The  redbreast  loves  to  build  and  warble  there, 
And  little  footsteps  lightly  print  the  ground. 
Promise,  Ovid,  you  will  take  me  to  some  place, 
far  from  crowds  and  noise — where  children  may 
gather  the  flowers  on  my  grave.' 
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He   promised — and  she  thanked  him,  and 
rested  again. 

'  There  was  something  else,'  she  said,  when 
the  interval  had  passed.  '  My  head  is  so  sleepy. 
I  wonder  whether  I  can  think  of  it  ?  ' 
After  a  while,  she  did  think  of  it. 
'  I  want  to  make  you  a  little  farewell  present. 
Will  you  undo  my  gold  chain?  Don't  cry, 
Ovid  !  oh,  don't  cry!  ' 

He  obeyed  her.  The  gold  chain  held  the 
two  lockets — the  treasured  portraits  of  her 
father  and  her  mother.  '  Wear  them  for  my 
sake,'  she  murmured.  '  Lift  me  up  ;  I  want  to 
put  them  round  your  neck  myself.'  She  tried, 
vainly  tried,  to  clasp  the  chain.  Her  head  fell 
back  on  his  breast.  '  Too  sleepy,'  she  said ; 
'  always  too  sleepy  now !  Say  you  love  me, 
Ovid.' 

He  said  it. 

'  Kiss  me,  dear.' 

He  kissed  her. 
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'  Now  lay  me  down  on  the  pillow.  I'm  not 
eighteen  yet — and  I  feel  as  old  as  eighty  ! 
Eest;  all  I  want  is  rest.'  Looking  at  him 
fondly,  her  eyes  closed  little  by  little — then 
softly  opened  again.  '  Don't  wait  in  this  dull 
room,  darling  ;  I  will  send  for  you,  if  I  wake.' 

It  was  the  only  wish  of  hers  that  he  dis- 
obeyed. From  time  to  time,  his  fingers  touched 
her  pulse,  and  felt  its  feeble  beat.  From  time 
to  time,  he  stooped  and  let  the  faint  coming 
and  going  of  her  breath  flutter  on  his  cheek. 
The  twilight  fell,  and  darkness  began  to  gather 
over  the  room.  Still,  he  kept  his  place  by  her, 
like  a  man  entranced. 
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CHAPTER  LIX. 

The  first  trivial  sound  that  broke  the  spell,  was 
the  sound  of  a  match  struck  in  the  next  room. 

He  rose,  and  groped  his  way  to  the  door. 
Teresa  had  ventured  upstairs,  and  had  kindled 
a  light.  Some  momentary  doubt  of  him  kept 
the  nurse  silent  when  he  looked  at  her.  He 
stammered,  and  stared  about  him  confusedly, 
when  he  spoke. 

'  Where — where —  ?  '  He  seemed  to  have 
lost  his  hold  on  his  thoughts — he  gave  it  up, 
and  tried  again.  '  I  want  to  be  alone,'  he  said; 
recovering,  for  the  moment,  some  power  of 
expressing  himself. 

Teresa's  first  fear  of  him  vanished.     She 
took  him  by  the  hand  like  a  child,  and  led  him 
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downstairs   to   his   rooms.     He   stood   silently 
watching  her,  while  she  lit  the  candles. 

'  When  Carmina  sleeps  now,'  he  asked, 
'  does  it  last  long  ?  ' 

'  Often  for  hours  together,'  the  nurse 
answered. 

He  said  no  more ;  he  seemed  to  have  for- 
gotten that  there  was  another  person  in  the 
room. 

She  found  courage  in  her  pity  for  him. 
'  Try  to  pray,'  she  said,  and  left  him. 

He  fell  on  his  knees ;  but  still  the  words 
failed  him.  He  tried  to  quiet  his  mind  by  holy 
thoughts.  No !  The  dumb  agony  in  him  was 
powerless  to  find  relief.  Only  the  shadows  of 
thoughts  crossed  his  mind ;  his  eyes  ached  with 
a  burning  heat.  He  began  to  be  afraid  of  him- 
self. The  active  habits  of  the  life  that  he  had 
left,  drove  him  out,  with  the  instincts  of  an 
animal,  into  space  and  air.  Neither  knowing 
nor  caring  in  what  direction  he  turned  his  steps, 


236  HEART  AND  SCIENCE. 

he  walked  on  at  the  top  of  his  speed.  On  and 
on,  till  the  crowded  houses  began  to  grow  more 
rare — till  there  were  gaps  of  open  ground,  on 
either  side  of  him — till  the  moon  rose  behind  a 
plantation  of  trees,  and  bathed  in  its  melancholy 
light  a  lonely  high  road.  He  followed  the  road 
till  he  was  tired  of  it,  and  turned  aside  into  a 
winding  lane.  The  lights  and  shadows,  alter- 
nating with  each  other,  soothed  and  pleased 
him.  He  had  got  the  relief  in  exercise  that 
had  been  denied  him  while  he  was  in  repose. 
He  could  think  a^ain  ;  he  could  feel  the  resolu- 
tion  stirring  in  him  to  save  that  dear  one,  or  to 
die  with  her.  Now  at  last,  he  was  man  enough 
to  face  the  terrible  necessity  that  confronted 
him,  and  fight  the  battle  of  Art  and  Love 
against  Death.  He  stopped,  and  looked  round  ; 
eager  to  return,  and  be  ready  for  her  waking. 
In  that  solitary  place,  there  was  no  hope  of 
finding  a  person  to  direct  him.  He  turned,  to 
go  back  to  the  high  road. 
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At  the  same  moment,  he  became  conscious 
of  the  odour  of  tobacco  wafted  towards  him  on 
the  calm  night  air.  Some  one  was  smoking  in 
the  lane. 

He  retraced  his  steps,  until  he  reached  a 
gate — with  a  barren  field  behind  it.  There  was 
the  man,  whose  tobacco  smoke  he  had  smelt, 
leaning  on  the  gate,  with  his  pipe  in  his  mouth. 

The  moonlight  fell  full  on  Ovid's  face,  as 
he  approached  to  ask  his  way.  The  man 
suddenly  stood  up — stared  at  him — and  said, 
'  Hullo  !  is  it  you  or  your  ghost  ?  ' 

His  face  was  in  shadow,  but  his  voice 
answered  for  him.     The  man  was  Benjulia. 

'  Have  you  come  to  see  me  ?  '  he  asked. 

'No.' 

'  Won't  you  shake  hands  ?  ' 

'  No.' 

'  What's  wrong  ?  ' 

Ovid  waited  to  answer  until  he  had  steadied 
his  temper. 
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'  I  have  seen  Carraina,'  lie  said. 

Benjulia  went  on  with  his  smoking.  '  An 
interesting  case,  isn't  it  ?  '    he  remarked. 

'  Yon  were  called  into  consultation  by  Mr. 
Null,'  Ovid  continued ;  '  and  you  approved 
of  his  ignorant  treatment — you,  who  knew 
better.' 

'  I  should  think  I  did  ! '  Benjulia  rejoined. 

'  You  deliberately  encouraged  an  incom- 
petent man  ;  you  let  that  poor  girl  go  on  from 
bad  to  worse — for  some  vile  end  of  your  own.' 

Benjulia  goodnaturedly  corrected  him. 
'  No,  no.  For  an  excellent  end — for  know- 
ledge.' 

'  If  I  fail  to  remedy  the  mischief,  which  is 
your  doing,  and  yours  alone ' 

Benjulia  took  his  pipe  out  of  his  mouth. 
'  How  do  you  mean  to  cure  her  ?  '  he  eagerly 
interposed.     '  Have  you  got  a  new  idea  ?  ' 

'  If  I  fail,'  Ovid  repeated,  '  her  death  lies  at 
your  door.     You  merciless  villain — as  certainly 
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as  that  moon  is  now  shining  over  us,  your  life 
shall  answer  for  hers.' 

Astonishment — immeasurable  astonishment 
— sealed  Benjulia's  lips.  He  looked  down  the 
lane  when  Ovid  left  him,  completely  stupefied. 
The  one  imaginable  way  of  accounting  for 
such  language  as  he  had  heard — spoken  by  a 
competent  member  of  his  own  profession  ! — 
presented  the  old  familiar  alternative.  '  Drunk 
or  mad?'  he  wondered  while  he  lit  his  pipe 
again.  Walking  back  to  the  house,  his  old 
distrust  of  Ovid  troubled  him  once  more.  He 
decided  to  call  at  Teresa's  lodgings  in  a  day  or 
two,  and  ascertain  from  the  landlady  (and  the 
chemist)  how  Carmiim  was  being  cured. 

Returning  to  the  high  road,  Ovid  was 
passed  by  a  tradesman,  driving  his  cart  towards 
London.  The  man  civilly  offered  to  take  him 
as  far  as  the  nearest  outlying  cabstand. 

Neither  the  landlady  nor  Teresa  had  gone 


240  HEART  AND  SCIENCE. 

to  their  beds  when  he  returned.  Their  account 
of  Carmina,  during  his  absence,  contained 
nothing  to  alarm  him.  He  bade  them  good- 
night— eager  to  be  left  alone  in  his  room. 

In  the  house  and  out  of  the  house,  there 
was  now  the  perfect  silence  that  helps  a  man 
to  think.  His  mind  was  clear ;  his  memory 
answered,  when  he  called  on  it  to  review  that 
part  of  his  own  medical  practice  which  might 
help  him,  by  experience,  in  his  present  need. 
But  he  shrank — with  Carmina's  life  in  his 
hands — from  trusting  wholly  to  himself.  A 
higher  authority  than  his  was  waiting  to  be 
consulted.  He  took  from  his  portmanteau  the 
manuscript  presented  to  him  by  the  poor 
wretch,  whose  last  hours  he  had  soothed  in  the 
garret  at  Montreal. 

The  work  opeued  with  a  declaration  which 
gave  it  a  special  value,  in  Ovid's  estimation. 

'If  this  imperfect  record  of  experience  is 
ever  read  by  other  eyes  than  mine,  I  wish  to 
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make  one  plain  statement  at  the  outset.     The 
information  which  is  presented  in  these  pages 
is  wholly  derived  from  the  results  of  bedside 
practice ;    pursued   under   miserable   obstacles 
and  interruptions,  and  spread  over  a  period  of 
many   years.      Whatever    faults   and   failings 
I  may  have  been  guilty  of  as  a  man,  I  am 
innocent,  in  my  professional  capacity,  of  ever 
having  perpetrated  the  useless  and  detestable 
cruelties  which  go  by  the  name  of  Vivisection. 
Without  entering  into  any  of  the  disputes  on 
either  side,  which  this  practice  has  provoked,  I 
declare  my  conviction  that  no  asserted  useful- 
ness in  the  end,  can  justify  deliberate  cruelty 
in  the  means.     The  man  who  seriously  main- 
tains that  any  pursuit  in  which  he  can  engage 
is  independent  of  moral  restraint,  is  a  man  in 
a  state  of  revolt  against  God.     I  refuse  to  hear 
him  in  his  own  defence,  on  that  ground.' 

Ovid  turned  next  to  the  section  of  the  work 
which    was    entitled    'Brain    Disease.'      The 
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writer    introduced    his   observations   in    these 
prefatory  words  : 

'  A  celebrated  physiologist,  plainly  avowing 
the  ignorance  of  doctors  in  the  matter  of  the 
brain  and  its  diseases,  and  alluding  to  appear- 
ances presented  by  post-mortem  examination, 
concludes  his  confession  thus :  "  We  cannot 
even  be  sure  whether  many  of  the  changes  dis- 
covered are  the  cause  or  the  result  of  the 
disease,  or  whether  the  two  are  the  conjoint 
results  of  a  common  cause." 

'  So  this  man  writes,  after  experience  in 
Vivisection. 

'  Let  my  different  experience  be  heard  next. 
Not  knowing  into  what  hands  this  manuscript 
may  fall,  or  Avhat  unexpected  opportunities  of 
usefulness  it  may  encounter  after  my  death,  I 
purposely  abstain  from  using  technical  lan- 
guage in  the  statement  which  I  have  now  to 
make. 

'  In  medical  investigations,  as  in  all  other 
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forms  of  human  inquiry,  the  result  in  view  is 
not  infrequently  obtained  by  indirect  and  un- 
expected means.  What  I  have  to  say  here  on 
the  subject  of  brain  disease,  was  first  suggested 
by  experience  of  two  cases,  which  seemed  in 
the  last  degree  unlikely  to  help  me.  They 
were  both  cases  of  young  women ;  each  one 
having  been  hysterically  affected  by  a  serious 
moral  shock ;  terminating,  after  a  longer  or 
shorter  interval,  in  simulated  paralysis.  One 
of  these  cases  I  treated  successfully.  While  I 
was  still  in  attendance  on  the  other,  (pursuing 
the  same  course  of  treatment  which  events  had 
already  proved  to  be  right),  a  fatal  accident 
terminated  my  patient's  life,  and  rendered  a 
post-mortem  examination  necessary.  From 
those  starting  points,  I  arrived — by  devious 
ways  which  I  am  now  to  relate — at  deductions 
and  discoveries  that  threw  a  new  light  on  the 
nature  and  treatment  of  brain  disease.' 

Hour  by  hour,  Ovid  studied  the  pages  that 
r  2 
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followed,  until  his  mind  and  the  mind  of  the 
writer  were  one.  He  then  returned  to  certain 
preliminary  allusions  to  the  medical  treatment 
of  the  two  girls — inexpressibly  precious  to  him, 
in  Carolina's  present  interests.  The  dawn  of 
day  found  him  prepared  at  all  points,  and  only 
waiting  until  the  lapse  of  the  next  few  hours 
placed  the  means  of  action  in  his  hands. 

But  there  was  one  anxiety  still  to  be  relieved, 
before  he  lay  down  to  rest. 

He  took  off  his  shoes,  and  stole .  upstairs  to 
Carolina's  door.  The  faithful  Teresa  w?s  astir, 
earnestly  persuading  her  to  take  some  nourish- 
ment. The  little  that  he  could  hear  of  her 
voice,  as  she  answered,  made  his  heart  ache 
— it  was  so  faint  and  so  low.  Still  she  could 
speak ;  and  still  there  was  the  old  saying  to 
remember,  which  has  comforted  so  many  and 
deceived  so  many :  While  there's  life,  there's 
hope. 
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CHAPTER   LX. 

Aftek  a  brief  interview  with  his  step-son,  Mr. 
Gallilee  returned  to  his  daughters  in  Scotland. 

Touched  by  his  fatherly  interest  in  Car- 
mina,  Ovid  engaged  to  keep  him  informed  of 
her  progress  towards  recovery.  If  the  anti- 
cipation of  saving  her  proved  to  be  the  sad 
delusion  of  love  and  hope,  silence  would 
signify  what  no  words  could  say. 

In  ten  days  'time,  there  was  a  happy  end 
to  suspense.  The  slow  process  of  recovery 
might  extend  perhaps  to  the  end  of  the  year. 
But,  if  no  accident  happened,  Ovid  had  the 
best  reasons  for  believing  that  Carmina's  life 
was  safe. 

Freed  from  the  terrible  anxieties  that  had 
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oppressed  him,  he  was  able  to  write  again,  a 
few  days  later,  in  a  cheerful  tone,  and  to 
occupy  his  pen  at  Mr.  Gallilee's  express  re- 
quest, with  such  an  apparently  trifling  subject 
as  the  conduct  of  Mr.  Null. 

'  Your  old  medical  adviser  was  quite  right 
in  informing  you  that  I  had  relieved  him  from 
any  further  attendance  on  Carmina.  But  his 
lively  imagination  (or  perhaps  I  ought  to  say, 
his  sense  of  his  own  consequence)  has  misled 
you  when  he  also  declares  that  I  purposely 
insulted  him.  I  took  the  greatest  pains  not  to 
wound  his  self-esteem.  He  left  me  in  anger, 
nevertheless. 

'  A  day  or  two  afterwards,  I  received  a 
note  from  him ;  addressing  me  as  "  Sir,"  and 
asking  ironically  if  I  had  any  objection  to  his 
looking  at  the  copies  of  my  prescriptions  in  the 
chemist's  book.  Though  he  was  old  enough 
to  be  my  father  (he  remarked)  it  seemed  that 
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experience  counted  for  nothing ;  he  had  still 
something  to  learn  from  his  junior,  in  the  treat- 
ment of  disease — and  so  on. 

'  At  that  miserable  time  of  doubt  and 
anxiety,  I  could  only  send  a  verbal  reply, 
leaving  him  to  do  what  he  liked.  Before  I  tell 
you  of  the  use  that  he  made  of  his  liberty  of 
action,  I  must  confess  something  relating  to 
the  prescriptions  themselves.  Don't  be  afraid 
of  long  and  learned  words,  and  don't  suppose 
that  I  am  occupying  your  attention  in  this  way, 
without  a  serious  reason  for  it  which  you  will 
presently  understand. 

'  A  note  in  the  manuscript — to  my  study  of 
which,  I  owe,  under  God,  the  preservation  of 
Carmina's  life — warned  me  that  chemists,  in 
the  writer's  country,  had  either  refused  to  make 
up  certain  prescriptions  given  in  the  work,  or 
had  taken  the  liberty  of  altering  the  new  quan- 
tities and  combinations  of  some  of  the  drugs 
prescribed. 
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'  Precisely  the  same  thing  happened  here, 
in  the  case  of  the  first  chemist  to  whom  I  sent. 
He  refused  to  make  up  the  medicine,  unless  I 
provided  him  with  a  signed  statement  taking 
the  whole  responsibility  on  myself. 

'  Haviner  ascertained  the  exact  nature  of  his 
objection,  I  dismissed  him  without  his  guar- 
antee, and  employed  another  chemist ;  taking 
care  (in  the  interests  of  my  time  and  my 
temper)  to  write  my  more  important  prescrip- 
tions under  reserve.  That  is  to  say,  I  followed 
the  conventional  rules,  as  to  quantities  and 
combinations,  and  made  the  necessary  additions 
or  changes  from  vaj  own  private  stores  when 
the  medicine  was  sent  home. 

'  Poor  foolish  Mr.  Null,  finding  nothing  to 
astonish  him  in  my  course  of  medicine — as  re- 
presented by  the  chemist — appears  by  his  own 
confession,  to  have  copied  the  prescriptions 
with  a  malicious  object  in  view.  "  I  have  sent 
them,  (he  informs  me,  in  a  second  letter)  to 
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Doctor  Benjulia  ;  in  order  that  he  too  may 
learn  something  in  his  profession  from  the 
master  who  has  dispensed  with  our  services." 
This  new  effort  of  irony  means  that  I  stand  self- 
condemned  of  vanity,  in  presuming  to  rely  on 
my  own  commonplace  resources — represented 
by  the  deceitful  evidence  of  the  chemist's  book  ! 

'  But  I  am  grateful  to  Mr.  Null,  notwith- 
standing :  he  has  done  me  a  service,  in  mean- 
ing to  do  me  an  injury. 

'My  imperfect  prescriptions  have  quieted 
the  mind  of  the  man  to  whom  he  sent  them. 
This  wretch's  distrust  has  long  since  falsely 
suspected  me  of  some  professional  rivalry  pur- 
sued in  secret ;  the  feeling  showed  itself  again, 
when  I  met  with  him  by  accident  on  the  night 
of  my  return  to  London.  Since  Mr.  Null  has 
communicated  with  him,  the  landlady  is  no 
longer  insulted  by  his  visits,  and  offended  by 
his  questions — all  relating  to  the  course  of 
treatment  which  I  was  pursuing  upstairs. 
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'  You  now  understand  why  I  have  ventured 
to  trouble  you  on  a  purely  professional  topic. 
To  turn  to  matters  of  more  interest — our  dear 
Carmina  is  well  enough  to  remember  you,  and 
to  send  her  love  to  you  and  the  girls.  But 
even  this  little  effort  is  followed  by  fatigue. 

'  I  don't  mean  only  fatigue  of  body :  that 
is  now  a  question  of  time  and  care.  I  mean 
fatigue  of  mind — expressing  itself  by  defect  of 
memory. 

'  On  the  morning  when  the  first  positive 
change  for  the  better  appeared,  I  was  at  her 
bedside  when  she  woke.  She  looked  at  me  in 
amazement.  "  Why  didn't  you  warn  me  of 
your  sudden  return  ?  "  she  asked,  "  I  have  only 
written  to  you  to-day — to  your  bankers  at 
Quebec !     What  does  it  mean  ?  " 

'  I  did  my  best  to  soothe  her,  and  succeeded. 
There  is  a  complete  lapse  in  her  memory — I 
am  only  too  sure  of  it !  She  has  no  recollec- 
tion of  anything  that  has  happened,  since  she 
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wrote  her  last  letter  to  me — a  letter  which 
must  have  been  lost  (perhaps  intercepted  ?),  or 
I  should  have  received  it  before  I  left  Quebec. 
This  forgetfulness  of  the  dreadful  trials  through 
which  my  poor  darling  has  passed,  is,  in  itself, 
a  circumstance  which  we  must  all  rejoice  over 
for  her  sake.  But  I  am  discouraged  by  it,  at 
the  same  time  ;  fearing  it  may  indicate  some 
more  serious  injury  than  I  have  yet  discovered. 

'  Miss  Minerva — what  should  I  do  without 
the  help  and  sympathy  of  that  best  of  true 
women? — Miss  Minerva  has  cautiously  tested 
her  memory  in  other  directions,  with  encourag- 
ing results,  so  far.  But  I  shall  not  feel  easy 
until  I  have  tried  further  experiments,  by  means 
of  some  person  who  does  not  exercise  a  power- 
ful influence  over  her,  and  whose  memory  is 
naturally  occupied  with  what  we  older  people 
call  trifles. 

'  When  you  all  leave  Scotland  next  month, 
bring    Zo    here  with    you.     My    dear    little 
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correspondent  is  just  the  sort  of  quaint  child  I 
want  for  the  purpose.  Kiss  her  for  me  till  she 
is  out  of  breath — and  say  that  is  what  I  mean 
to  do  when  we  meet.' 

The  return  to  London  took  place  in  the 
last  week  in  October. 

Lord  and  Lady  Northlake  went  to  their 
town  residence,  taking  Maria  and  Zo  with  them. 
There  were  associations  connected  with  Fair- 
field Gardens,  which  made  the  prospect  of 
living  there — without  even  the  society  of  his 
children — unendurable  to  Mr.  Gallilee.  Ovid's 
house,  still  waiting  the  return  of  its  master, 
was  open  to  his  step-father.  The  poor  man 
was  only  too  glad  (in  his  own  simple  language) 
'  to  keep  the  nest  warm  for  his  son.' 

The  latest  inquiries  made  at  the  asylum 
were  hopefully  answered.  Thus  far,  the 
measures  taken  to  restore  Mrs.  Gallilee  to 
herself  had  succeeded  beyond  expectation.    But 
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one  unfavourable  symptom  remained.  She 
was  habitually  silent.  When  she  did  speak, 
her  mind  seemed  to  be  occupied  with  scientific 
subjects  :  she  never  mentioned  her  husband,  or 
any  other  member  of  the  family.  Time  and 
attention  would  remove  this  drawback.  In 
two  or  three  months  more  perhaps,  if  all  went 
well,  she  might  return  to  her  family  and  her 
friends,  as  sane  a  woman  as  ever. 

Calling  at  Fairfield  Gardens  for  any  letters 
that  might  be  waiting  there,  Mr.  Gaililee 
received  a  circular  in  lithographed  writing ; 
accompanied  by  a  roll  of  thick  white  paper. 
The  signature  revealed  the  familiar  name  of 
Mr.  Le  Frank. 

The  circular  set  forth  that  the  writer  had 
won  renown  and  a  moderate  income,  as  pianist 
and  teacher  of  music.  '  A  terrible  accident, 
ladies  and  gentlemen,  has  injured  my  right 
hand,  and  has  rendered  amputation  of  two  of 
my  fingers  necessary.     Deprived  for  life  of  my 
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professional  resources,  I  have  but  one  means  of 
subsistence  left — viz  : — collecting  subscriptions 
for  a  song  of  my  own  composition.  N.B. — The 
mutilated  musician  leaves  the  question  of  terms 
in  the  hands  of  the  art-loving  public,  and  will 
do  himself  the  honour  of  calling  to-morrow.' 

Good-natured  Mr.  Gallilee  left  a  sovereign 
to  be  given  to  the  victim  of  circumstances — and 
then  set  forth  for  Lord  Northlake's  house.  He 
and  Ovid  had  arranged  that  Zo  was  to  be  taken 
to  see  Carmina  that  day. 

On  his  way  through  the  streets,  he  was  met 
by  Mr.  Mool.  The  lawyer  looked  at  the  song 
under  his  friend's  arm.  'What's  that  you're 
taking  such  care  of  ? '  he  asked.  '  It  looks 
like  music.  A  new  piece  for  the  young  ladies 
—eh  ?  ' 

Mr.  Gallilee  explained.  Mr.  Mool  struck 
his  stick  on  the  pavement,  as  the  nearest 
available  means  of  expressing  indignation. 

'  Xever  let  another  farthing  of  your  money 
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get  into  that  rascal's  pocket !  It's  no  merit  of 
his  that  the  poor  old  Italian  nurse  has  not 
made  her  appearance  in  the  police  reports.' 

With  this  preface,  Mr.  Mool  related  the 
circumstances  under  which  Mr.  Le  Frank  had 
met  with  his  accident.  '  His  first  proceeding 
when  they  discharged  him  from  the  hospital,' 
continued  the  lawyer,  '  was  to  summon  Teresa 
before  a  magistrate.  Fortunately  she  showed 
the  summons  to  me.  I  appeared  for  her, 
provided  with  a  plan  of  the  rooms  which  spoke 
for  itself ;  and  I  put  two  questions  to  the  com- 
plainant. What  business  had  lie  in  another 
person's  room  ?  and  why  was  his  hand  in  that 
other  person's  cupboard  ?  The  reporter  kindly 
left  the  case  unrecorded  ;  and  when  the  felloAV 
ended  by  threatening  the  poor  woman  outside 
the  court,  we  bound  him  over  to  keep  the 
peace.  I  have  my  eye  on  him — and  I'll  catch 
him  yet,  under  the  Vagrant  Act ! ' 
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CHAPTER  LXI. 

Aided  by  time,  care,  and  skill,  Carmina  had 
gained  strength  enough  to  pass  some  hours  of 
the  day  in  the  sitting-room ;  reclining  in  an 
invalid-chair  invented  for  her  by  Ovid.  The 
welcome  sight  of  Zo— brightened  and  developed 
by  happy  autumn  days  passed  in  Scotland — 
brought  a  deep  flush  to  her  face,  and  quickened 
the  pulse  which  Ovid  was  touching,  under  pre- 
tence of  holding  her  hand.  These  signs  of  exces- 
sive nervous  sensibility  warned  him  to  limit  the 
child's  visit  to  a  short  space  of  time.  Neither 
Miss  Minerva  nor  Teresa  were  in  the  room: 
Carmina  could  have  Zo  all  to  herself. 

'  Now,  my  dear,'  she  said,  in  a  kiss,  '  tell 
me  about  Scotland.' 
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c  Scotland,'  Zo  answered  with  dignity,  '  be- 
longs to  uncle  Nortlilake.  He  pays  for  every- 
thing ;  and  I'm  Missus.' 

'  It's  true,'  said  Mr.  Galhlee,  bursting  with 
pride.  '  My  lord  says  it's  no  use  having  a  will 
of  your  own  where  Zo  is.  When  he  introduces 
her  to  anybody  on  the  estate,  he  says,  "  Here's 
the  Missus." ' 

Mr.  Gallilee's  youngest  daughter  listened 
critically  to  the  parental  testimony.  '  You  see 
he  knows,'  she  said  to  Ovid.  '  There's  nothing 
to  laugh  at.' 

Carmina  tried  another  question.  '  Did  you 
think  of  me,  dear,  when  you  were  far  away  ?  ' 

'  Think  of  you  ?  '  Zo  repeated.  '  You're  to 
sleep  in  my  bedroom  when  we  go  back  to 
Scotland — and  I'm  to  be  out  of  bed,  and  one  of 
'em,  when  you  eat  your  first  Scotch  dinner. 
Shall  I  tell  you  what  you'll  see  on  the  table  ? 
You'll  see  a  big  brown  steaming  bag  in  a  dish — 
and  you'll  see  me  slit  it  with  a  knife- — and  the 

vol.  in,  s 


25,3  HEART  AND  SCIENCE. 

bao-'s  fat  inside  will  tumble  out,  all  smoking  hot 
and  stinking.  That's  a  Scotch  dinner.  Oh!' 
she  cried,  losing  her  dignity  in  the  sudden 
interest  of  a  new  idea,  '  oh,  Carraina,  do  you 
remember  the  Italian  boy,  and  his  song  ? ' 

Here  was  one  of  those  tests  of  her  memory 
for  trifles,  applied  with  a  child's  happy  abrupt- 
ness, for  which  Ovid  had  been  waiting.  He 
listened  eagerly.  To  his  unutterable  relief, 
Carmina  laughed. 

'  Of  course  I  remember  it ! '  she  said. 
'  Who  could  forget  the  boy  who  sings  and 
grins  and  says  Gimmee  hay  penny  ?  ' 

'That's  it!'  cried  Zo.  '  The  boy's  song  was 
a  good  one  in  its  way.  I've  learnt  a  better  in 
Scotland.  You've  heard  of  Donald,  haven't  you? ' 

'  No.' 

Zo  turned  indignantly  to  her  father.  '  Why 
didn't  you  tell  her  of  Donald  ?  ' 

Mr.  Gallilee  humbly  admitted  that  he  was 
in  fault.     Carmina  asked  who  Donald  was,  and 
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what  he  was  like.  Zo  unconsciously  tested  her 
memory  for  the  second  time. 

'  You  know  that  day,'  she  said,  '  when 
Joseph  had  an  errand  at  the  grocer's  and  I  went 
along  with  him,  and  Miss  Minerva  said  I  was  a 
vulgar  child  ? ' 

Carrnina's  memory  recalled  this  new  trifle, 
without  an  effort.  '  I  know,'  she  answered ; 
'  you  told  me  Joseph  and  the  grocer  weighed 
you  in  the  great  scales.' 

Zo  delighted  Ovid  bv  trying  her  again. 
'  When  they  put  me  into  the  scales,  Carolina, 
what  did  I  weigh  ?  ' 

'  Xearly  four  stone,  dear.' 

'  Quite  four  stone.  Donald  weighs  fourteen. 
What  do  you  think  of  that  ?  ' 

Mr.  Gallilee  once  more  offered  his  testimony. 
'  The  biggest  Piper  on  my  lord's  estate,'  he 
began,  '  conies  of  a  Highland  family,  and  was 
removed  to  the  Lowlands  by  my  lord's  father. 
A  great  player ' 

8   2 
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'  And  my  friend,'  Zo  explained,  stopping  her 
father  in  full  career.  '  He  takes  snuff  out  of  a 
cow's  horn.  He  shovels  it  up  his  fat  nose  with 
a  spoon,  like  this.  His  nose  wags.  He  says, 
"  Try  my  sneeshin."  Sneeshin's  Scotch  for  snuff. 
He  boos  till  he's  nearly  double  when  uncle 
Northlake  speaks  to  him.  Boos  is  Scotch  for 
bows.  He  skirls  on  the  pipes — skirls  means 
screeches.  When  you  first  hear  him,  he'll  make 
your  stomach  ache.  You'll  get  used  to  that — ■ 
and  you'll  find  you  like  him.  He  wears  a 
purse  and  a  petticoat ;  he  never  had  a  pair  of 
trousers  on  in  his  life  ;  there's  no  pride  about 
him.  Say  you're  my  friend  and  he'll  let  you 
smack  his  leers ' 

Here,  Ovid  was  obliged  to  bring  the  bio- 
graphy of  Donald  to  a  close.  Carmina's  enjoy- 
ment of  Zo  was  becoming  too  keen  for  her 
strength ;  her  bursts  of  laughter  grew  louder 
and  louder — the  wholesome  limit  of  excite- 
ment was  being  rapidly  passed.    '  Tell  us  about 
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your  cousins,'  he  said,  by  way  of  effecting  a 
diversion. 

'  The  big  ones  ?  '  Zo  asked. 

'  No  ;  the  little  ones,  like  you.' 

'  Nice  girls — they  play  at  everything  I  tell 
'em.  Jolly  boys — when  they  knock  a  girl 
down,  they  pick  her  up  again,  and  clean  her.' 

Carmina  was  once  more  in  danger  of  passing 
the  limit.  Ovid  made  another  attempt  to  effect 
a  diversion.  Singing  would  be  comparatively 
harmless  in  its  effect — as  he  rashly  supposed. 
'  What's  that  song  you  learnt  in  Scotland  ?  '  he 
asked. 

'  It's  Donald's  song,'  Zo  replied.  '  He 
taught  me.' 

At  the  sound  of  Donald's  dreadful  name, 
Ovid  looked  at  his  watch,  and  said  there  was 
no  time  for  the  song.  Mr.  Gallilee  suddenly 
and  seriously  sided  with  his  step-son.  '  How 
she  got  among  the  men  after  dinner,'  he  said, 
'  nobody  knows.    Lady  Northlake  has  forbidden 
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Donald  to  teach  her  any  more  songs  ;  and  I 
have  requested  him,  as  a  favour  to  me,  not  to 
let  her  smack  his  legs.  Come,  my  dear,  it's 
time  we  were  home  again.' 

Well  intended  by  both  gentlemen — but  too 
late.  Zo  was  ready  for  the  performance ;  her 
hat  was  cocked  on  one  side  ;  her  plump  little 
arms  were  set  akimbo  ;  her  round  eyes  opened 
and  closed  facetiously  in  winks  worthy  of  a  low 
comedian.  '  I'm  Donald,'  she  announced  :  and 
burst  out  with  the  song :  '  Were  gayly  yet, 
we're  gayly  yet ;  Were  not  very  fou,  but  we're 
gayly  yet:  Then  sit  ye  awhile,  and  tipple  a  bit; 
For  we're  not  very  fou,  but  were  gayly  yet? 
She  snatched  up  Carmina's  medicine  glass,  and 
waved  it  over  her  head  with  a  Bacchanalian 
screech.  '  Fill  a  brimmer,  Tammie  !  Here's 
to  Redshanks ! ' 

'  And  pray  who   is  Redshanks  ?  '  asked  a 
lady,  standing  in  the  doorway. 

Zo  turned  round — and  instantly  collapsed. 
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A  terrible  figure,  associated  with  lessons  and 
punishments,  stood  before  her.  The  convivial 
friend  of  Donald,  the  established  Missus  of  Lord 
Northlake,  disappeared — and  a  polite  pupil 
took  their  place.  '  If  you  please,  Miss  Minerva, 
Bedshanks  is  nickname  for  a  Highlander.' 
Who  would  have  recognised  the  singer  of 
'We're  gayly  yet,'  in  the  subdued  young- 
person  who  made  that  reply  ? 

The  door  opened  again.  Another  disastrous 
intrusion?  Yes,  another!  Teresa  appeared 
this  time — caught  Zo  up  in  her  arms — and  gave 
the  child  a  kiss  that  was  heard  all  over  the 
room,  '  Ah,  mia  Giocosa ! '  cried  the  old  nurse 
— too  happy  to  speak  in  any  language  but  her 
own.  '  What  does  that  mean  ?  '  Zo  asked, 
settling  her  ruffled  petticoats.  '  It  means,'  said 
Teresa,  who  prided  herself  on  her  English,  '  Ah, 
my  Jolly.'  This  to  a  young  lady  who  could 
slit  a  haggis!  This  to  the  only  person  in 
Scotland,  privileged  to   smack  Donald's  legs  ! 
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Zo  turned  to  her  father,  and  recovered  her 
dignity.  Maria  herself  could  hardly  have 
spoken  with  more  severe  propriety.  '  I  wish 
to  go  home,'  said  Zo. 

Ovid  had  only  to  look  at  Carmina,  and  to 
see  the  necessity  of  immediate  compliance  with 
his  little  sister's  wishes.  No  more  laughing,  no 
more  excitement,  for  that  day.  He  led  Zo  out 
himself,  and  resigned  her  to  her  father  at  the 
door  of  his  rooms  on  the  ground  floor. 

Cheered  already  by  having  got  away  from 
Miss  Minerva  and  the  nurse,  Zo  desired  to  know 
who  lived  downstairs  ;  and,  hearing  that  these 
were  Ovid's  rooms,  insisted  on  seeing  them. 
The  three  went  in  together. 

Ovid  drew  Mr.  Gallilee  into  a  corner.  '  I'm 
easier  about  Carmina  now,'  he  said.  '  The 
failure  of  her  memory  doesn't  extend  back- 
wards. It  begins  with  the  shock  to  her  brain, 
on  the  day  when  Teresa  removed  her  to  this 
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house — and  it  will  end,  I  feel  confident,  with 
the  end  of  her  illness.' 

Mr.  Gallilee's  attention  suddenly  wandered. 
'  Zo  ! '  he  called  out,  '  don't  touch  your  brother's 
papers.' 

The  one  object  that  had  excited  the  child's 
curiosity  was  the  writing-table.  Dozens  of 
sheets  of  paper  were  scattered  over  it,  covered 
with  writing,  blotted  and  interlined.  Some  of 
these  leaves  had  overflowed  the  table,  and  found 
a  resting-place  on  the  floor.  Zo  was  amusing 
herself  by  picking  them  up.  '  Well ! '  she  said, 
handing  them  obediently  to  Ovid,  'I've  had 
many  a  rap  on  the  knuckles  for  writing  not  half 
as  bad  as  yours.' 

Hearing  his  daughter's  remark,  Mr.  Gallilee 
became  interested  in  looking  at  the  fragments 
of  manuscript.  '  What  an  awful  mess ! '  he 
exclaimed.  'May  I  try  if  I  can  read  a  bit? ' 
Ovid  smiled.  '  Try  by  all  means ;  you  will 
make  one  useful  discovery  at  least — you  will 
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see  that  the  most  patient  men  on  the  face  of 
the  civilised  earth  are  Printers  ! ' 

Mr.  Gallilee  tried  a  page — and  gave  it  up 
before  he  turned  giddy.  '  Is  it  fair  to  ask  what 
this  is  ? ' 

'  Something  easy  to  feel,  and  hard  to  ex- 
press,' Ovid  answered.  '  These  ill-written  lines 
are  my  offering  of  gratitude  to  the  memory  of 
an  unknown  and  unhappy  man.' 

'  The  man  you  told  me  of,  who  died  at 
Montreal  ? ' 

'  Yes.* 

'  You  never  mentioned  his  name.' 

'  His  last  wishes  forbade  me  to  mention  it  to 
any  living  creature.  God  knows  there  wrere 
pitiable,  most  pitiable,  reasons  for  his  dying 
unknown  !  The  stone  over  his  grave  only  bears 
his  initials,  and  the  date  of  his  death.  But,' 
said  Ovid,  kindling  with  enthusiasm,  as  he  laid 
his  hand  on  his  manuscript,  '  the  discoveries  of 
this   great   physician   shall   benefit   humanity ! 
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And  my  debt  to  him  shall  be  acknowledged, 
with  the  admiration  and  the  devotion  that  I 
truly  feel  !  ' 

'  In  a  book  ?  '  asked  Mr.  Gallilee. 

'  In  a  book  that  is  now  being  printed.  You 
will  see  it  before  the  New  Year.' 

Finding  nothing  to  amuse  her  in  the  sitting- 
room,  Zo  had  tried  the  bedroom  next.  She 
now  returned  to  Ovid,  dragging  after  her  a 
long  white  staff  that  looked  like  an  Alpen- 
stock. '  What's  this  ?  '  she  asked.  '  A  broom- 
stick?' 

'  A  specimen  of  rare  Canadian  wood,  my 
dear.     Would  you  like  to  have  it  ?  ' 

Zo  took  the  offer  quite  seriously.  She 
looked  with  longing  eyes  at  the  specimen,  three 
times  as  tall  as  herself — and  shook  her  head. 
'  I'm  not  big  enough  for  it,  yet,'  she  said. 
i  Look  at  it,  papa  !  Benjulia's  stick  is  nothing 
to  this.' 

That   name — on    the   child's   lips — had   a 
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sound  revolting  to  Ovid.  'Don't  speak  of 
him  ! '  he  said  irritably. 

'  Mustn't  I  speak  of  him,'  Zo  asked,  '  whea 
I  want  him  to  tickle  me  ?  ' 

Ovid  beckoned  to  her  father.  '  Take  her 
away  now,'  he  whispered — '  and  never  let  her 
see  that  man  again.' 

The  warning  was  needless.  The  man's 
destiny  had  decreed  that  he  and  Zo  were  never 
more  to  meet. 
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CHAPTER  LXII. 

Benjulia's  servants  had  but  a  dull  time  of 
it,  poor  souls,  in  the  lonely  house.  Towards 
the  end  of  December,  they  subscribed  among 
themselves  to  buy  one  of  those  wonderful 
Christmas  Numbers — presenting  year  after  year 
the  same  large-eyed  ladies,  long-legged  lovers, 
corpulent  children,  snowy  landscapes,  and 
gluttonous  merry-makings — which  have  become 
a  national  institution :  say,  the  pictorial  plum 
puddings  of  the  English  nation. 

The  servants  had  plenty  of  time  to  enjoy 
their  genial  newspaper,  before  the  dining-room 
bell  disturbed  them. 

For  some  weeks  past,  the  master  had  again 
begun  to  spend  the  whole  of  his  time  in  the 
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mysterious  laboratory.  On  the  rare  occasions 
when,  he  returned  to  the  house,  he  was  always 
out  of  temper.  If  the  servants  knew  nothing 
else,  they  knew  what  these  signs  meant — the 
great  man  was  harder  at  work  than  ever  ;  and 
in  spite  of  his  industry,  he  was  not  getting  on 
so  well  as  usual. 

On  this  particular  evening,  the  bell  rang  at 
the  customary  time — and  the  cook  (successor 
to  the  unfortunate  creature  with  pretensions 
to  beauty  and  sentiment)  hastened  to  get  the 
dinner  ready. 

The  footman  turned  to  the  dresser,  and 
took  from  it  a  little  heap  of  newspapers  ;  care- 
fully counting  them  before  he  ventured  to  carry 
them  upstairs.  This  was  Doctor  Benjulia's 
regular  weekly  supply  of  medical  literature ; 
and  here,  again,  the  mysterious  man  presented 
an  incomprehensible  problem  to  his  fellow- 
creatures.  He  subscribed  to  every  medical 
publication  in   England — and   he   never   read 
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one  of  them  !  The  footman  cnt  the  leaves  ; 
and  the  master,  with  his  forefinger  to  help  him, 
ran  his  eye  up  and  down  the  pages  ;  apparently 
in  search  of  some  announcement  that  he  never 
found — and,  still  more  extraordinary,  without 
showing  the  faintest  sign  of  disappointment 
when  he  had  done.  Every  week,  he  briskly 
shoved  his  unread  periodicals  into  a  huge 
basket,  and  sent  them  downstairs  as  waste 
paper. 

The  footman  took  up  the  newspapers  and 
the  dinner  together — and  was  received  with 
frowns  and  curses.  He  was  abused  for  every- 
thing that  he  did  in  his  own  department,  and 
for  everything  that  the  cook  had  done  besides. 
'  Whatever  the  master's  working  at,'  he  an- 
nounced, on  returning  to  the  kitchen,  '  he's 
farther  away  from  hitting  the  right  nail  on  the 
head  than  ever.  Upon  my  soul,  I  think  I  shall 
have  to  give  warning !  Let's  relieve  our  minds. 
Where's  the  Christmas  Number  ?  ' 
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Half  an  hour  later,  the  servants  were 
startled  by  a  tremendous  bang  of  the  house- 
door  which  shook  the  whole  building.  The 
footman  ran  upstairs :  the  dining-room  was 
empty ;  the  master's  hat  was  not  on  its  peg  in 
the  hall ;  and  the  medical  newspapers  were 
scattered  about  in  the  wildest  confusion.  Close 
to  the  fender  lay  a  crumpled  leaf,  torn  out.  Its 
position  suggested  that  it  had  narrowly  missed 
being  thrown  into  the  fire.  The  footman 
smoothed  it  out,  and  looked  at  it. 

One  side  of  the  leaf  contained  a  report  of  a 
lecture.  This  was  dry  reading.  The  footman 
tried  the  other  side,  and  found  a  review  of  a 
new  medical  work. 

This  would  have  been  dull  reading  too,  but 
for  an  extract  from  a  Preface,  stating  how  the 
book  came  to  be  published,  and  what  wonderful 
discoveries,  relating  to  peoples'  brains,  it  con- 
tained. There  were  some  curious  things  said 
here — especially  about  a  melancholy  deathbed 
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at  a  place  called  Montreal — which  made  the 
Preface  almost  as  interesting  as  a  story.  But 
what  was  there  in  this  to  hurry  the  master  out  of 
the  house,  as  if  the  devil  had  been  at  his  heels  ? 

Doctor  Benjulia's  nearest  neighbour  was  a 
small  farmer  named  Gregg.  He  was  taking  a 
nap  that  evening,  when  his  wife  bounced  into 
the  room,  and  said,  '  Here's  the  big  doctor 
gone  mad  ! '  And  there  he  was  truly,  at  Mrs. 
Gregg's  heels,  clamouring  to  have  the  horse 
put  to  in  the  gig,  and  to  be  driven  to  London 
instantly.  He  said,  'Pay  yourself  what  you 
please ' — and  opened  his  pocket-book,  full  of 
bank-notes.  Mr.  Gregg  said,  '  It  seems,  sir, 
this  is  a  matter  of  life  or  death.'  Whereupon 
he  looked  at  Mr.  Gregg — and  considered  a 
little — 'and,  becoming  quiet  on  a  sudden, 
answered,  '  Yes,  it  is.' 

On  the  road  to  London,  he  never  once 
spoke — except  to  himself — and  then  only  from 
time  to  time. 

VOL.   III.  t 
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It  seemed,  judging  by  what  fell  from  him 
now  and  then,  that  he  was  troubled  about  a 
man  and  a  letter.  He  had  suspected  the  man 
all  along  ;  but  he  had  nevertheless  given  him 
the  letter — and  now  it  had  ended  in  the  letter 
turning  out  badly  for  Doctor  Benjulia  himself. 
Where  he  went  to  in  London,  it  was  not 
possible  to  say.  Mr.  Gregg's  horse  was  not 
fast  enough  for  him.  As  soon  as  he  could  find 
one,  he  took  a  cab. 

The  shopman  of  Mr.  Barrable,  the  famous 
publisher  of  medical  works,  had  just  put  up 
the  shutters,  and  was  going  downstairs  to  his 
tea,  when  he  heard  a  knocking  at  the  shop 
door.  The  person  proved  to  be  a  very  tall 
man,  in  a  violent  hurry  to  buy  Mr.  Ovid  Vere's 
new  book.  He  said,  by  way  of  apology,  that 
he  was  in  that  line  himself,  and  that  his  name 
was  Benjulia.  The  shopman  knew  him  by 
reputation,  and  sold  him  the  book.  He  was  in 
such  a  hurry  to  read  it,  that  he  actually  began 
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in  the  shop.  It  was  necessary  to  tell  him  that 
business  hours  were  over.  Hearing  this,  he 
ran  out,  and  told  the  cabman  to  drive  as  fast  as 
possible  to  Pall  Mall. 

The  library  waiter  at  Doctor  Benjulia's  Club 
found  him  in  the  library,  busy  with  a  book. 

He  was  quite  alone ;  the  members,  at  that 
hour  of  the  evening,  being  generally  at  dinner, 
or    in   the   smoking-room.      The   man   whose 
business  it  was  to  attend  to  Ihe  fires,  went  in 
during  the  night,  from  time  to  time,  and  always 
found  him  in  the  same  corner.     It  beo-an  to  o-et 
late.     He  finished  his  reading;  but  it  seemed 
to   make  no   difference.     There  he  sat— wide 
awake— holding  his  closed  book  on  his  knee, 
seemingly  lost  in  his  own  thoughts.     This  went 
on  till  it  was  time  to  close  the  Club.     They  were 
obliged  to  disturb  him.     He  said  nothing  ;  and 
went  slowly  down  into  the  hall,  leaving  his  book 
behind  him.     It  was  an  awful  night,  raining  and 
sleeting— but  he  took  no  notice  of  the  weather. 
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When  they  fetched  a  cab,  the  driver  refused  to 
take  him  to  where  he  lived,  on  such  a  night  as 
that.  He  only  said,  'Very  well;  go  to  the 
nearest  hotel.' 

The  night  porter  at  the  hotel  let  in  a  tall 
gentleman,  and   showed   him  into  one  of  the 
bedrooms  kept  ready  for  persons  arriving  late. 
Having  no  luggage,  he  paid  the  charges  before- 
hand.     About  eight  o'clock  in  the  morning, 
he  rang  for  the  waiter — who  observed  that  his 
bed  had  not  been  slept  in.     All  he  wanted  for 
breakfast  was  the  strongest   coffee   that  could 
be  made.     It  was  not  strong  enough  to  please 
him  when  he  tasted  it ;  and  he  had  some  brandy 
put  in.     He  paid,  and  was  liberal  to  the  waiter, 
and  went  away 

The  policeman  on  duty,  that  clay,  whose 
beat  included  the  streets  at  the  back  of  Fairfield 
Gardens,  noticed  in  one  of  them,  a  tall  gentle- 
man walking  backwards  and  forwards,  and 
looking  from    time  to    time  at   one  particular 
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house.  When  he  passed  that  way  again,  there 
was  the  gentleman  still  patrolling  the  street, 
and  still  looking  towards  the  same  house.  The 
policeman  waited  a  little,  and  watched.  The 
place  was  a  respectable  lodging  house,  and  the 
stranger  was  certainly  a  gentleman,  though  a 
queer  one  to  look  at.  It  was  not  the  policeman's 
business  to  interfere  on  suspicion,  except  in  the 
case  of  notoriously  bad  characters.  So,  though 
he  did  think  it  odd,  he  went  on  again. 

Between  twelve  and  one  o'clock  in  the 
afternoon,  Ovid  left  his  lodgings,  to  go  to  the 
neighbouring  livery  stables,  and  choose  an  open 
carriage.  The  sun  was  shining,  and  the  air 
was  brisk  and  dry,  after  the  stormy  night.  It 
was  just  the  day  when  he  might  venture  to  take 
Carmina  out  for  a  drive. 

On  his  way  down  the  street,  he  heard  foot- 
steps behind  him,  and  felt  himself  touched  on 
the  shoulder.  He  turned — and  discovered 
Benjulia.     On  the  point  of  speaking  resentfully, 
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lie  restrained  himself.  There  was  something  in 
the  wretch's  face  that  struck  him  with  horror. 

Benjulia  said,  '  I  won't  keep  you  long ;  I 
want  to  know  one  thing.    Will  she  live  or  die  ?  ' 

'  Her  life  is  safe — I  hope.' 

'  Through  your  new  mode  of  treatment  ?  ' 

His  eyes  and  his  voice  said  more  than  his 
words.  Ovid  instantly  knew  that  he  had  seen 
the  book ;  and  that  the  book  had  forestalled 
him  in  the  discovery  to  which  he  had  devoted 
his  life.  Was  it  possible  to  pity  a  man  whose 
hardened  nature  never  pitied  others?  All 
things  are  possible  to  a  large  heart.  Ovid 
shrank  from  answering  him. 

Benjulia  spoke  again. 

'When  we  met  that  night  at  my  garden 
gate,'  he  said,  '  you  told  me  my  life  should 
answer  for  her  life,  if  she  died.  My  neglect 
has  not  killed  her — and  you  have  no  need  to 
keep  your  word.  But  I  don't  get  off,  Mr.  Ovid 
Yere,  without  paying  the  penalty.     You  have 
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taken  something  from  me,  which  was  dearer 
than  life.  I  wished  to  tell  you  that — I  have 
no  more  to  say.' 

Ovid  silently  offered  his  hand. 

Benjulia's  head  drooped  in  thought.  The 
generous  protest  of  the  man  whom  he  had 
injured,  spoke  in  that  outstretched  hand.  He 
looked  at  Ovid. 

'  No  !  '   he  said — and  walked  away. 

Leaving  the  street,  he  went  round  to  Fair 
field  Gardens,  and  rang  the  bell  at  Mr.  Gallilee's 
floor.     The  bell  was  answered  by  a  polite  old 
woman — a  stranger  to  him  anions;  the  servants. 

'  Is  Zo  in  the  house  ?  '  he  inquired. 

'  Xobody's  in  the  house,  sir.  It's  to  be  let, 
if  you  please,  as  soon  as  the  furniture  can  be 
moved.' 

'  Do  you  know  where  Zo  is  ?  I  mean,  Mr. 
Gallilee's  youngest  child.' 

'  I'm  sorry  to  say,  sir,  I'm  not  acquainted 
with  the  family.' 
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He  waited  at  the  door,  apparently  hesitat- 
ing what  to  do  next.  '  I'll  go  upstairs,'  he  said 
suddenly ;  '  I  want  to  look  at  the  house.  You 
needn't  go  with  me  ;  I  know  my  way.' 

'  Thank  you  kindly,  sir  ! ' 

He  went  straight  to  the  schoolroom. 

The  repellent  melancholy  of  an  uninhabited 
place  had  fallen  on  it  already.  The  plain  fur- 
niture was  not  worth  taking  care  of:  it  was 
battered  and  old,  and  left  to  dust  and  neglect. 
There  were  two  common  deal  writing  desks, 
formerly  used  by  the  two  girls.  One  of  them 
was  covered  with  splashes  of  ink  :  varied  here 
and  there  by  barbarous  caricatures  of  faces,  in 
which  dots  and  strokes  represented  eyes,  noses, 
and  mouths.  He  knew  whose  desk  this  was, 
and  opened  the  cover  of  it.  In  the  recess 
beneath  were  soiled  tables  of  figures,  torn  maps, 
and  dogseared  writing  books.  The  ragged 
paper  cover  of  one  of  these  last,  bore  on  its 
inner  side  a  grotesquely  imperfect  inscription : 
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— my  cop  book  zo.  He  tore  off  the  cover,  and 
put  it  in  the  breast  pocket  of  his  coat. 

'  I  should  have  liked  to  tickle  her  once 
more,'  he  thought,  as  he  went  down  stairs 
again.  The  polite  old  woman  opened  the  door, 
curtseying  deferentially.  He  gave  her  half  a 
crown.  '  God  bless  you,  sir  ! '  she  burst  out, 
in  a  gush  of  gratitude. 

He  checked  himself,  on  the  point  of  step- 
ping into  the  street,  and  looked  at  her  with 
some  curiosity.  '  Do  you  believe  in  God  ?  '  he 
asked. 

The  old  woman  was  even  capable  of  making 
a  confession  of  faith  politely.  '  Yes,  sir,'  she 
said,  '  if  you  have  no  objection.' 

He  stepped  into  the  street.  'I  wonder 
whether  she  is  right  ?  '  he  thought.  '  It  doesn't 
matter  ;  I  shall  soon  know.' 

The  servants  were  honestly  glad  to  see 
him,  when  he  got  home.  They  had  taken  it  in 
turn  to  sit  up  through  the  night ;  knowing  his 
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regular  habits,  and  feeling  the  dread  that  some 
accident  had  happened.  Never  before  had 
they  seen  him  so  fatigued.  He  dropped  help- 
lessly into  his  chair  ;  his  gigantic  body  shook 
with  shivering  fits.  The  footman  begged  him 
to  take  some  refreshment.  '  Brandy,  and  raw 
eo'o-s '  he  said.     These  being  brought  to  him, 
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he  told  them  to  wait  until  he  rang — and  locked 
the  door  when  the}'1  went  out. 

After  waiting  until  the  short  winter  day- 
light was  at  an  end,  the  footman  ventured  to 
knock,  and  ask  if  the  master  wanted  lights. 
He  replied  that  he  had  lit  the  candles  for  him- 
self. No  smell  of  tobacco  smoke  came  from 
the  room  ;  and  he  had  let  the  day  pass  with- 
out going  to  the  laboratory.  These  were  por- 
tentous sisfus.     The  footman  said  to  his  fellow 
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servants,  '  There's  something  wrong.'  The 
women  looked  at  each  other  in  vague  terror. 
One  of  them  said,  '  Hadn't  Ave  better  give 
notice  to  leave  ?  '     And  the  other  whispered  a 
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question :  '  Do  you  think  he's  committed  a 
crime  ? ' 

Towards  ten  o'clock,  the  bell  rang  at  last. 
Immediately  afterwards  they  heard  him  calling 
to  them  from  the  hall.  '  I  want  you,  all  three, 
up  here.' 

They  went  up  together — the  two  women 
anticipating  a  sight  of  horror,  and  keeping  close 
to  the  footman. 

The  master  was  walking  quietly  backwards 
and  forwards  in  the  room :  the  table  had  pen 
and  ink  on  it,  and  was  covered  witli  writings. 
He  spoke  to  them  in  his  customary  tones ; 
there  was  not  the  slightest  appearance  of  agita- 
tion in  his  manner. 

'  I  mean  to  leave  this  house,  and  go  away,' 
he  began.  '  You  are  dismissed  from  my  ser- 
vice, for  that  reason  only.  Take  your  written 
characters  from  the  table ;  read  them,  and  say 
if  there  is  anything  to  complain  of.'  There  was 
nothing  to  complain  of.     On  another  part  of 
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the  table  there  were  three  little  heaps  of  money. 
'  A  month's  wages  for  each  of  you,'  he  explained, 
'  in  place  of  a  month's  warning.  I  wish  you 
good  luck.'  One  of  the  women  (the  one  who 
had  suggested  giving  notice  to  leave)  began  to 
cry.  He  took  no  notice  of  this  demonstration, 
and  went  on.  '  I  want  two  of  you  to  do  me 
a  favour  before  we  part.  You  will  please  wit- 
ness the  signature  of  my  Will.'  The  sensitive 
servant  drew  back  directly.  '  No ! '  she  said, 
'  I  couldn't  do  it.  I  never  heard  the  Death- 
Watch  before  in  winter  time — I  heard  it  all 
last  night.' 

The  other  two  witnessed  the  signature. 
They  observed  that  the  Will  was  a  very  short 
one.  It  was  impossible  not  to  notice  the  only 
legacy  left ;  the  words  crossed  the  paper,  just 
above  the  signatures,  and  only  occupied  two 
lines :  '  I  leave  to  Zoe,  youngest  daughter  of 
Mr.  John  Gallilee,  of  Fairfield  Gardens,  London, 
everything  absolutely  of  which  I  die  possessed.' 
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Excepting  the  formal  introductory  phrases,  and 
the  statement  relating  to  the  witnesses — both 
copied  from  a  handy  book  of  law,  lying  open 
on  the  table — this  was  the  Will. 

The  female  servants  were  allowed  to  go 
downstairs  ;  after  having  been  informed  that 
they  were  to  leave  the  next  morning.  The 
footman  was  detained  in  the  dining-room. 

'  I  am  going  to  the  laboratory,'  the  master 
said  ;  '  and  I  want  a  few  things  carried  to  the 
door.' 

The  big  basket  for  waste  paper,  three  times 
filled  with  letters  and  manuscripts  ;  the  books ; 
the  medicine  chest ;  and  the  stone  jar  of  oil 
from  the  kitchen — these,  the  master  and  the 
man  removed  together ;  setting  them  down  at 
the  laboratory  door.  It  was  a  still  cold  star- 
light winter's  night.  The  intermittent  shriek  of 
a  railway  whistle  in  the  distance,  was  the 
only  sound  that  disturbed  the  quiet  of  the 
time. 
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<  Good  night ! '  said  the  master. 

The  man  returned  the  salute,  and  walked 
back  to  the  house,  closing  the  front  door.  He 
was  now  more  firmly  persuaded  than  ever  that 
something  was  wrong.  In  the  hall,  the  women 
were  waiting  for  him.  'What  does  it  mean?  ' 
they  asked.  '  Keep  quiet,'  he  said  ;  '  I'm  going 
to  see.' 

In  another  minute  he  was  posted  at  the 
back  of  the  house,  behind  the  edge  of  the  wall. 
Looking  out  from  this  place,  he  could  see  the 
light  of  the  lamps  in  the  laboratory  streaming 
through  the  open  door,  and  the  dark  figure  of 
the  master  coming  and  going,  as  he  removed 
the  objects  left  outside  into  the  buildiDg.  Then 
the  door  was  shut,  and  nothing  was  visible  but 
the  dim  glow  that  found  its  way  to  the  skylight, 
through  the  white  blind  inside. 

He  boldly  crossed  the  open  space  of  ground, 
resolved  to  try  what  his  ears  might  discover, 
now  that  his  eyes  were  useless.     He   posted 
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himself  at  the  back  of  the  laboratory,  close  to 
one  of  the  side  walls. 

Now  and  then,  he  heard — what  had  reached 
his  ears  when  he  had  been  listening  on  former 
occasions — the  faint  whining  cries  of  animals. 
These  were  followed  by  new  sounds.  Three 
smothered   shrieks,  succeeding   each   other   at 
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irregular  intervals,  made  his  blood  run  cold. 
Had  three  death-strokes  been  dealt  on  some 
suffering  creatures,  with  the  same  sudden  and 
terrible  certainty?  Silence,  horrible  silence, 
was  all  that  answered.  In  the  distant  railway 
there  was  an  interval  of  peace. 

The  door  was  opened  again  ;  the  flood  of 
light  streamed  out  on  the  darkness.  Suddenly 
the  yellow  glow  was  spotted  by  the  black 
figures  of  small  swiftly-running  creatures — 
perhaps  cats,  perhaps  rabbits — escaping  from 
the  laboratory.  The  tall  form  of  the  master 
followed  slowly,  and  stood  revealed  watching 
the  flight  of  the  animals.     In  a  moment  more, 
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the  last  of  the  liberated  creatures  came  out — a 
large  dog,  limping  as  if  one  of  its  legs  was 
injured.  It  stopped  as  it  passed  the  master, 
and  tried  to  fawn  on  him.  He  threatened 
it  with  his  hand.  '  Be  off  with  you,  like 
the  rest ! '  he  said.  The  dog  slowly  crossed 
the  flow  of  light,  and  was  swallowed  up  in 
darkness. 

The  last  of  them  that  could  move  was  gone. 
The  death  shrieks  of  the  others  had  told  their 
fate. 

But  still,  there  stood  the  master  alone — a 
grand  black  figure,  with  its  head  turned  up  to 
the  stars.  The  minutes  followed  one  another : 
the  servant  waited,  and  watched  him.  The 
solitary  man  had  a  habit,  well  known  to  those 
about  him,  of  speaking  to  himself;  not  a  word 
escaped  him  now ;  his  upturned  head  never 
moved ;  the  bright  wintry  heaven  held  him 
spell-bound. 

At  last,  the  change  came.     Once  more  the 
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silence  was  broken  by  the  scream  of  the  railway- 
whistle. 

He  started  like  a  person  suddenly  roused 
from  deep  sleep,  and  went  back  into  the  labor- 
atory. The  last  sound  then  followed — the 
locking  and  bolting  of  the  door. 

The  servant  left  his  hiding-place :  his  master's 
secret,  was  no  secret  now.     He  hated  himself 
for  eating  that  master's  bread,  and  earning  that 
master's  money.     One  of  the  ignorant  masses, 
this  man !     Mere  sentiment  had  a  strange  hold 
on  his  stupid  mind  ;  the  remembrance  of  the 
poor  wounded  dog,  companionable  and  forgiv- 
ing under  cruel  injuries,  cut  into  his  heart  like 
a  knife.     His  thought,  at  that  moment,  was  an 
act  of  treason  to  the  royalty  of  Knowledge, — '  I 
wish  to  God  I  could  lame  him,  as  he  has  lamed 
the  dog!'     Another  fanatic  !  another  fool !     Oh, 
Science,  be  merciful  to  the  fanatics,  and  the 
fools  I 

When  he  got  back  to  the  house,  the  women 
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were  still  on  the  look-out  for  him.  'Don't 
speak  to  me  now,'  he  said.  '  Get  to  your  beds. 
And,  mind  this — let's  be  off  to-morrow  morn- 
ing before  lie  can  see  us.' 

There  was  no  sleep  for  him  when  he  went 
to  his  own  bed. 

The  "remembrance  of  the  dog  tormented 
him.  The  other  lesser  animals  were  active ; 
capable  of  enjoying  their  liberty  and  finding 
shelter  for  themselves.  Where  had  the  maimed 
creature  found  a  refuge,  on  that  bitter  night? 
Again,  and  again,  and  again,  the  question 
forced  its  way  into  his  mind.  He  could  endure 
it  no  longer.  Cautiously  and  quickly — in 
dread  of  his  extraordinary  conduct  being 
perhaps  discovered  by  the  women — he  dressed 
himself,  and  opened  the  house  door  to  look  for 
the  dog. 

Out  of  the  darkness  on  the  step,  there  rose 
something  dark.  He  put  out  his  hand.  A 
persuasive   tongue,   gently   licking  it,  pleaded 
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for  a  word  of  welcome.  The  crippled  animal 
could  only  have  got  to  the  door  in  one 
way ;  the  gate  which  protected  the  house- 
enclosure  must  have  been  left  open.  First 
giving  the  dog  a  refuge  in  the  kitchen,  the  foot- 
man— rigidly  performing  his  last  duties — went 
to  close  the  gate. 

At  his  first  step  into  the  enclosure  he 
stopped  panic-stricken. 

The  starlit  sky  over  the  laboratory  was 
veiled  in  murky  red.  Eoaring  flame,  and 
spouting  showers  of  sparks,  poured  through 
the  broken  skylight.  Voices  from  the  farm 
raised  the  first  cry — '  Fire !  fire  ! ' 

*  •  •  •  • 

At  the  inquest,  the  evidence  suggested 
suspicion  of  incendiarism  and  suicide.  The 
papers,  the  books,  the  oil  betrayed  themselves 
as  combustible  materials,  carried  into  the  place 
for  a  purpose.  The  medicine  chest  was  known 
(by  its  use  in  cases  of  illness  among  the  servants) 
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to  contain  opium.  Adjourned  inquiry  elicited 
that  the  laboratory  was  not  insured,  and  that 
the  deceased  was  in  comfortable  circumstances. 
Where  were  the  motives  ?  One  intelligent 
man,  who  had  drifted  into  the  jury,  was  satis- 
fied with  the  evidence.  He  held  that  the 
desperate  wretch  had  some  reason  of  his  own 
for  first  poisoning  himself,  and  then  setting  fire 
to  the  scene  of  his  labours.  Having  a  majority 
of  eleven  against  him,  the  wise  juryman  con- 
sented to  a  merciful  verdict  of  death  by  mis- 
adventure. The  hideous  remains  of  what  had 
once  been  Benjulia,  found  Christian  burial. 
His  brethren  of  the  torture-table,  attended 
the  funeral  in  large  numbers.  Vivisection  had 
been  beaten  on  its  own  field  of  discovery. 
They  honoured  the  martyr  who  had  fallen  in 
their  cause. 
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CHAPTEE  LXIII. 

The  life  of  the  New  Year  was  still  only- 
numbered  by  weeks,  when  a  modest  little 
marriage  was  celebrated — without  the  know- 
ledge of  the  neighbours,  without  a  crowd  in 
the  church,  and  even  without  a  wedding-break- 
fast. 

Mr.  Gallilee  (honoured  with  the  office  of 
giving  away  the  bride)  drew  Ovid  into  a 
corner  before  they  left  the  house.  '  She  still 
looks  delicate,  poor  dear,'  he  said.  '  Do  you 
really  consider  her  to  be  well  again  ?  ' 

'  As  well  as  she  will  ever  be,'  Ovid  answered. 
'  Before  I  returned  to  her,  time  had  been  lost 
which  no  skill  and  no  devotion  can  regain. 
But   the   prospect   has   its   bright   side.     Past 
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events  which  might  have  cast  their  shadow 
over  all  her  life  to  come,  have  left  no  trace 
in  her  memory.  I  will  make  her  a  happy 
woman.     Leave  the  rest  to  me.' 

Teresa  and  Mr.  Mool  were  the  witnesses  ; 
Maria  and  Zo  were  the  bridesmaids  :  they  had 
only  waited  to  go  to  church,  until  one  other 
eagerly  expected  person  joined  them.  There 
was  a  general  inquiry  for  Miss  Minerva.  Car- 
mina  astonished  everybody,  from  the  bride- 
groom downwards,  by  announcing  that  circum- 
stances prevented  her  best  and  dearest  friend 
from  being  present.  She  smiled  and  blushed 
as  she  took  Ovid's  arm.  '  When  we  are  man 
and  wife,  and  I  am  quite  sure  of  you,'  she 
whispered,  '  I  Avill  tell  you,  what  nobody  else 
must  know.  In  the  meantime,  darling,  if  you 
can  give  Frances  the  highest  place  in  your 
estimation — next  to  me — you  will  only  do 
justice  to  the  noblest  woman  that  ever 
lived.' 
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She  had  a  little  note  hidden  in  her  bosom, 
while  she  said  those  words.  It  was  dated  on 
the  morning  of  her  marriage :  '  When  you 
return  from  the  honeymoon,  Carmina,  I  shall 
be  the  first  friend  who  opens  her  arms  and  her 
heart  to  you.  Forgive  me  if  I  am  not  with 
you  to-day.  "We  are  all  human,  my  dear — 
don't  tell  your  husband.' 

It  was  her  last  weakness.  Carmina  had 
no  excuses  to  make  for  an  absent  guest,  when 
the  first  christening  was  celebrated.  On 
that  occasion  the  happy  young  mother  be- 
trayed a  conjugal  secret  to  her  dearest  friend, 
It  was  at  Ovid's  suggestion  that  the  infant 
daughter  was  called  by  Miss  Minerva's  christian 
name. 

But  when  the  married  pair  went  away  to 
their  happy  new  life,  there  was  a  little  cloud  of 
sadness,  which  vanished  in  sunshine — thanks  to 
Zo.  Polite  Mr.  Mool,  bent  on  making  himself 
agreeable   to   everybody,   paid    his    court    to 
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Mr.  Gallilee's  youngest  daughter.  '  And  who  do 
you  mean  to  marry,  my  little  Miss,  when  you 
grow  up  ? '  the  lawyer  asked  with  feeble 
drollery. 

Zo  looked  at  him  in  grave  surprise.  '  That's 
all  settled,'  she  said  ;  '  I've  got  a  man  waiting 
for  me.' 

'  Oh,  indeed  !     And  who  may  he  be  ?  ' 

'  Donald !  ' 

'  That's  a  very  extraordinary  child  of  yours,' 
Mr.  Mool  said  to  his  friend,  as  they  walked 
away  together. 

Mr.  Gallilee  absently  agreed.  'Has  my 
message  been  given  to  my  wife  ? '  he  asked. 

Mr.  Mool  sighed  and  shook  his  head. 
'  Messages  from  her  husband  are  as  completely 
thrown  away  on  her,'  he  answered,  '  as  if  she 
was  still  in  the  asylum.  In  justice  to  yourself, 
consent  to  an  amicable  separation,  and  I  will 
arrange  it.' 
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'  Have  you  seen  her  ?  ' 

'  I  insisted  on  it,  before  I  met  her  lawyers. 
She  declares  herself  to  be  an  infamously  injured 
woman — and,  upon  my  honour,  she  proves  it, 
from  her  own  point  of  view.  "  My  husband 
never  came  near  me  in  my  illness,  and  took 
my  children  away  by  stealth.  My  children 
were  so  perfectly  ready  to  be  removed  from 
their  mother,  that  neither  of  them  had  the 
decency  to  write  me  a  letter.  My  niece  con- 
templated shamelessly  escaping  to  my  son,  and 
wrote  him  a  letter  vilifying  his  mother  in  the 
most  abominable  terms.  And  Ovid  completes 
the  round  of  ingratitude  by  marrying  the  girl 
who  has  behaved  in  this  way."  I  declare  to 
you,  Gallilee,  that  was  how  she  put  it !  "  Am 
I  to  blame,"  she  said,  "  for  believing  that  story 
about  my  brother's  wife  ?  It's  acknowledged 
that  she  gave  the  man  money — the  rest  is  a 
matter  of  opinion.  Was  I  wrong  to  lose  my 
temper,  and  say  what  I  did  say  to  this  so-called 
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niece  of  mine?  Yes,  I  was  wrong,  there  :  its 
the  only  case  in  which  there  is  a  fault  to  find 
with  me.  But  had  I  no  provocation  ?  Have  I 
not  suffered  ?  Don't  try  to  look  as  if  you  pitied 
me.  I  stand  in  no  need  of  pity.  But  I  owe  a 
duty  to  my  own  self-respect ;  and  that  duty 
compels  me  to  speak  plainly.  I  will  have 
nothing  more  to  do  with  the  members  of  my 
heartless  family.  The  rest  of  my  life  is 
devoted  to  intellectual  society,  and  the  en- 
nobling pursuits  of  science.  Let  me  hear  no 
more,  sir,  of  you  or  your  employers."  She 
rose  like  a  queen,  and  bowed  me  out  of  the 
room.  I  declare  to  you,  my  flesh  creeps  when 
I  think  of  her.' 

'  If  I  leave  her  now,'  said  Mr.  Gallilee,  '  I 
leave  her  in  debt.' 

'  Give  me  your  word  of  honour  not  to 
mention  what  I  am  going  to  tell  you,'  Mr.  Mool 
rejoined.  'If  she  needs  money,  the  kindest 
man   in   the   world   has  offered  me   a   blank 
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cheque  to  fill  in  for  her — and  his  name  is  Ovid 
Vere.' 


As  the  season  advanced,  two  social  enter- 
tainments which  offered  the  most  complete 
contrast  to  each  other,  were  given  in  London 
on  the  same  evening. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ovid  Vere  had  a  little  dinner 
party  to  celebrate  their  return.  Teresa  (ad- 
vanced to  the  dignity  of  housekeeper)  insisted 
on  stuffing  the  tomatoes  and  cooking  the 
macaroni  with  her  own  hand.  The  guests 
were  Lord  and  Lady  Northlake ;  Maria  and 
Zo  ;  Miss  Minerva  and  Mr.  Mool.  Mr.  Gallilee 
was  present  as  one  of  the  household.  While 
he  was  in  London,  he  and  his  children  lived 
under  Ovid's  roof.  When  they  went  to  Scot- 
land, Mr.  Gallilee  had  a  cottage  of  his  own 
(which  he  insisted  on  buying)  in  Lord  North- 
lake's  park.  He  and  Zo  drank  too  much 
champagne   at   dinner.      The    father  made   a 
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speech ;  and  the  daughter  sang,  '  We're  gayly 
yet.' 

In  another  quarter  of  London,  there  was 
a  party  which  filled  the  street  with  carriages, 
and  which  was  reported  in  the  newspapers  the 
next  morning. 

Mrs.  Gallilee  was  At  Home  to  Science. 
The  Professors  of  the  civilised  universe  rallied 
round  their  fair  friend.  Prance,  Italy,  and 
Germany  bewildered  the  announcing  servants 
with  a  perfect  Babel  of  names — and  Great 
Britain  was  grandly  represented.  Those  three 
superhuman  men,  who  had  each  had  a  peep 
behind  the  veil  of  creation,  and  discovered  the 
mystery  of  life,  attended  the  party  and  became 
centres  of  three  circles — the  circle  that  believed 
in  'protoplasm,'  the  circle  that  believed  in 
'  bioplasm,'  and  the  circle  that  believed  in 
'  atomised  charges  of  electricity,  conducted  into 
the  system  by  the  oxygen  of  respiration.'  Lec- 
tures and  demonstrations  went  on  all  through 
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the  evening,  all  over  the  magnificent  room 
engaged  for  the  occasion.  In  one  corner,  a 
fair  philosopher  in  blue  velvet  and  point  lace, 
took  the  Sun  in  hand  facetiously.  '  The  sun's 
life,  my  friends,  begins  with  a  nebulous  infancy 
and  a  gaseous  childhood.'  In  another  corner, 
a  gentleman  of  shy  and  retiring  manners  con- 
verted '  radiant  energy  into  sonorous  vibrations ' 
— themselves  converted  into  sonorous  poppings 
by  waiters  and  champagne  bottles  at  the  supper 
table.  In  the  centre  of  the  room,  the  hostess 
solved  the  serious  problem  of  diet ;  viewed  as 
a  method  of  assisting  tadpoles  to  develope 
themselves  into  frogs — with  such  cheering 
results  that  these  last  lively  beings  joined  the 
guests  on  the  carpet,  and  gratified  intelligent 
curiosity  by  explorations  on  the  stairs.  Within 
the  space  of  one  remarkable  evening,  three 
hundred  illustrious  people  were  charmed,  sur- 
prised, instructed,  and  amused ;  and  when 
Science  went  home,  it  left  a  conversazione  (for 
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once)  with  its  stomach  well  filled.  At  two  in 
the  morning,  Mrs.  Gallilee  sat  down  in  the 
empty  room,  and  said  to  the  learned  friend 
who  lived  with  her, 

'  At  last,  I'm  a  happy  woman! '" 


THE    END. 
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A  Tale  of  Salt  Lake  City.  With  a 
Frontispiece  by  A.  B.  Houghton. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

The  Hebrid  Isles  :  Wanderings 
in  the  Land  of  Lome  and  the  Outer 
Hebrides.  With  Frontispiece  by  W. 
Small.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.. 

Selections  from  the  Prose- 
Writings  of  Robert  Buchanan. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  [Shortly. 

Robert  Buchanan's  Complete 
Poetical  Works.  In  One  Volume. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

[In  preparation.. 


See  also  Novels,  pp.  19,  21,  22  and  25. 


Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Burton's  Anatomy  of  Melancholy. 

A  New  Edition,  Complete,  corrected  and  enriched  by  Translations  of 
the  Classical  Extracts. 
•»*  Also  an  Abridgment  in  "  The  May/air  Library,"  under  the  title 
"  Melancholy  Anatomised," post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Burton  (Captain),  Works  by : 

The  Book  of  the  Sword :  Being  a  History  of  the  Sword  and  its 
Use  in  all  Countries,  from  the  Earliest  Times.  By  Richard  F.  Burton. 
With  over  400  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  25s.  [In  preparation. 

To  the  Gold  Coast  for  Gold :  A  Personal  Narrative.  By  Richard 
F.  Burton  and  Verney  Lovett  Cameron,  With  Maps  and  Frontis- 
piece.   Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  21s. 


BOOKS  PUBLISHED  BY 


THE  STOTHARD  BUNYAN.—Ctov/n  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  7s.  6d. 

Bunyan's  Pilgrim's  Progress. 

Edited  by  Rev.  T^Scott.  With  17  beautiful  Steel  Plates  by  Stot- 
hard,  engraved  by  Goodall  ;  and  numerous  Woodcuts. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with  Illustrations,  7s.  6d. 

Byron's  Letters  and  Journals. 

With  Notices  of  his  Life.  By  THOMAS  MOORE.  A  Reprint  of  the 
Original  Edition,  newly  revised,  with  Twelve  full-page  Plates. 

Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  21s. 

Cameron  (Commander)  and  Captain  Burton. 

To  the  Gold  Coast  for  Gold :  A  Personal  Narrative.  By  Richard 
F.  Burton  and  Verney  Lovett  Cameron.  With  Frontispiece  and 
Maps. 

Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  14s- 

Campbell.— White  and  Black : 

Travels  in  the  United  States.    By  Sir  George  Campbell,  M.P. 

Carlyle  (Thomas): 

Thomas  Carlyle  :  Letters  and  Recollections.    By  Moncure  D 

Conway,  M.A.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  6s. 
On  the  Choice  of  Books.     With  a  Life  of  the  Author  by  R.  H. 
Shepherd.    New  and  Revised  Edition,  post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Illustrated, 

The'  Correspondence  of  Thomas  Carlyle  and  Ralph  Waldo 

Emerson  1834101872.  Edited  by  Charles  Eliot  Norton.  With  Por- 
traits Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  24s. 
These  Utters  extending  over  a  period  of  nearly  forty  years,  were,  by  the  common 
colscn\ land  direction  0) 'the  illustrious  writers,  long  since  placed  m  Mr.  Norton's 
consent  ana  «'""'"  /.  f  editing  and  publication.  It  is  not  too  much  to 
cta"m  AteJ£&!^I%»"l?™t  Valuable  and  entertaining  work  of 
the  kind  ever  issued. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Century  (A)  of  Dishonour : 

A  Sketch  of  the  United  States  Government's  Dealings  with  some  o 

the  Indian  Tribes. _ . . 

Large  4to,  half-bound,  profusely  Illustrated,  28s. 

Chatto  and  Jackson— A  Treatise  on  Wood 

Engraving;  Historical  and  Practical.  By  William  Andrew  Chatto 
and  Tohn  Jackson.  With  an  Additional  Chapter  by  Henry  G. 
B-ohn  ;  and  450  fine  Illustrations.  Areprintof  the  last  Revised  Edition. 

Chaucer : 

Chaucer  for  Children :  A  Golden  Key.    By  Mrs.  H.  R.  Haweis. 

With  Eight  Coloured  Pictures  and  numerous  Woodcuts  by  the  Author. 

New  Edition,  small  4to,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
Chaucer  for  Schools.    By  Mrs.  H,  R.  Haweis.    Demy  8vo,  cloth 

limp,  w.  6d. 
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Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  7s.  6d. 

Colman's  Humorous  Works : 

"  Broad  Grins,""  My  Nightgown  and  Slippers,"  and  other  Humorous 
Works,  Prose  and  Poetical,  of  George  Colman.  With  Life  by  G^ 
B.  Buckstone,  and  Frontispiece  by  Hogarth. 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Convalescent  Cookery : 

A  Family  Handbook.     By  Catherine  Ryan. 

"Full of  sound  sense  and  useful  hints." — Saturday  Review. 


Conway  (Moncure  D.),  Works  by : 

Demonology   and  Devil-Lore.     Two  Vols.,  royal  8vo,  with  65 

Illustrations,  28s. 
A   Necklace    of   Stories.       Illustrated    by    W.    J.    Hennessy. 

Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

The  Wandering  Jew.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Thomas  Carlyle  :  Letters  and  Recollections.  With  Illustrations, 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Cook  (Dutton),  Works  by : 

Hours  with  the  Players.    With  a  Steel  Plate  Frontispiece.    New 

and  Cheaper  Edition,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
Nights  at  the  Play :  A  View  of  the  English  Stage.     Two  Vols., 
crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  21s. 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6i. 

Copyright. — A    Handbook  of  English   and 

Foreign  Copyright  in  Literary  and  Dramatic  Works.     By  Sidney 

Jerrold,  of  the  Middle  Temple,  Esq.,  Barrister-at-Law. 

"  Till  the  time  arrives  when  copyright  shall  be  so  simple  and  so  uniform  that 

it  can  be  generally  understood  and  enjoyed,  such  a  handbook  as  this  will  prove  of 

great  value.    It  is  correct  as  will  as  concise,  and  gives  just  the  kind  and  quantity 

of  information  desired  by  persons  who  are  ignorant  of  the  subject,  and  turn  to  it 

or  information  and  guidance." — Athen^um. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Cornwall.— Popular  Romances  of  the  West 

of  England ;  or,  The  Drolls,  Traditions,  and  Superstitions  of  Old 
Cornwall.  Collected  and  Edited  by  Robert  Hunt,  F.R.S.  New 
and  Revised  Edition,  with  Additions,  and  Two  Steel-plate  Illustra- 
tions by  George  Cruikshank. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with  13  Portraits,  7s.  6d. 

Creasy's  Memoirs  of  Eminent  Etonians ; 

With  Notices  of  the  Early  History  of  Eton  College.  By  Sir  Edward 
Creasy,  Author  of  "  The  Fifteen  Decisive  Battles  of  the  World." 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  64. 

Crimes  and  Punishments. 

Including  a  New  Translation  of  Beccaria's  "  De  Delicti  e  delle  Pene." 
By  James  Anson  Farrer. 


BOOKS  PUBLISHED  BY 


Cruikshank,  George: 


The  Comic  Almanack.    Complete  in  Two  Series  :  The  First 

from  1835  to  1843 ;  the  Second  from  1844  to  1853.  A  Gathering  of  tha 
Best  Humour  of  Thackeray,  Hood,  Mayhew,  Albert  Smith, 
A  Beckett,  Robert  Brough,  &c.  With  2,000  Woodcuts  and  Steel 
Engravings  by  Cruikshank,  Hins,  Landells,  &c.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
gilt,  two  very  thick  volumes,  7s,  64.  each. 

The  Life  of  George  Cruikshank.     By  Blanchard  Jerrold, 

Author  of  "The  Life  of  Napoleon  HI.,"  &c.  With  numerous  Illustra- 
tions and  a  List  of  his  Works.    Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  24s. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Cussans.— Handbook  of  Heraldry, 

with  Instructions  for  Tracing  Pedigrees  and  Deciphering  Ancient 
MSS.,  &c.  By  John  E.  Cussans.  Entirely  New  and  Revised 
Edition.    Illustrated  with  over  400  Woodcuts  and  Coloured  Plates. 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Davenant.— What  shall  my  Son  be  P 

Hints  for  Parents  on  the  Choice  of  a  Profession  or  Trade  for  their 
Sons.    By  Francis  Davenant,  M.A. 

New  and  Cheaper  Edition,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Illustrated,  7s.  64. 

Doran. — Memories  of  our  Great  Towns. 

With  Anecdotic  Gleanings  concerning  their  Worthies  and  their 
Oddities.    By  Dr.  John  Doran,  F.S.A.    With  38  Illustrations. 

Crown  8vo,  half-bound,  12s.  6d.    .   t 

Drama,  A  Dictionary  of  the. 

Being  a  comprehensive  Guide  to  the  Plays,  Playwrights,  Players, 
and  Playhouses  of  the  United  Kingdom  and  America,  from  the 
Earliest  to  the  Present  Times.  By  W.  Davenport  Adams.  (Uni- 
form with  Brewer's  "  Reader's  Handbook.")  [In  preparation. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Dyer.— The  Folk-Lore  of  Plants. 

By  T.  F.  Thiselton  Dyer,  M.A.  [In  preparation. 

Among  the  subjects  treated  of  will  be  the  following : — 1.  Primitive  and  Savage 
Notions  respecting  Plants  —  2.  Plant- Worship — 3.  Plant-Life  —  4.  Lightning 
Plants— 5.  Legendary  Origin  of  Plants— 6.  Mystic  Plants— 7.  Plant  Nomencla- 
ture— 8.  Ceremonial  Use  of  Plants— 9.  The  Doctrine  of  Signatures— 10.  Plants 
in  Folk-Medicine — 11.  Plants  in  Folk-Tales— 12.  Plants  in  Demonology  and 
Witchcraft — 13.  Wishing-Plants — 14.  Sacred  Plants— 15.  Luck-Plants. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  6s.  per  Volume, 

Early  English  Poets. 

Edited,  with  Introductions  and  Annotations,  by  Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart. 


1.  Fletcher's  (Giles,  B.D.)  Com- 

plete Poems.    One  Vol. 

2.  Davies'  (Sir  John)  Complete 

Poetical  Works.    Two  Vols. 


3.  Herrick's  (Robert)  Complete 

Collected  Poems.    Tnree  Vols. 

4,  Sidney's   (Sir   Philip)    Com- 

plete Poetical  Works.  Throe  Vols. 
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Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with  Illustrations,  65. 

Emanuel. — On     Diamonds     and     Precious 

Stones :  their  History,  Value,  and  Properties  ;  with  Simple  Tests  for 
ascertaining  their  Reality.  By  Harry  Emanuel,  F.R.G.S.  With 
numerous  Illustrations,  Tinted  and  Plain. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  7s.  6i. 

Englishman's  House,  The : 

A  Practical  Guide  to  all  interested  in  Selecting  or  Building  a  House, 
with  full  Estimates  of  Cost,  Quantities,  &c.  By  C.  J.  Richardson. 
Third  Edition.     With  nearly  600  Illustrations. 

Ewald  (Alex.  Charles,  F.S.A.),  Works  by : 

Stories  from  the  State  Papers.  With  an  Autotype  Facsimile. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

The  Life  and  Times  of  Prince  Charles  Stuart,  Count  of  Albany, 
commonly  called  the  Young  Pretender.  From  the  State  Papers  and 
other  Sources.  New  and  Cheaper  Edition,  with  a  Portrait,  crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7$.  6d.  [Shortly. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  6s. 

Fairholt. — Tobacco : 

Its  History  and  Associations ;  with  an  Account  of  the  Plant  and  its 
Manufacture,  and  its  Modes  of  Use  in  all  Ages  and  Countries.  By 
F.  W.  Fairholt,  F.S.A.  With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  upwards 
of  100  Illustrations  by  the  Author. 

Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Familiar  Allusions : 

A  Handbook  of  Miscellaneous  Information  ;  including  the  Names  of 
Celebrated  Statues,  Paintings,  Palaces,  Country  Seats,  Ruins, 
Churches,  Ships,  Streets,  Clubs,  Natural  Curiosities,  and  the  like. 
By  William  A.  Wheeler,  Author  of  "  Noted  Names  of  Fiction  ;  " 
and  Charles  G.  Wheeler. 


Faraday  (Michael),  Works  by: 

The  Chemical  History  of  a  Candle :  Lectures  delivered  before 
a  Juvenile  Audience  at  the  Royal  Institution.  Edited  by  William 
Crookes,  F.C.S.  Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  numerous  Illustrations, 
45.  6d. 

On  the  Various  Forces  of  Nature,  and  their  Relations  to  each 
other:  Lectures  delivered  before  a  Juvenile  Audience  at  the  Royal 
Institution.  Edited  by  William  Crookes,  F.C.S.  Post  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
with  numerous  Illustrations,  4s.  6d. 

New  and  Cheaper  Edition,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Fitzgerald.— Recreations  of  a  Literary  Man  ; 

or,  Does  Writing  Pay  ?  With  Recollections  of  some  Literary  Men, 
and  a  View  of  a  Literary  Man's  Working  Life.  By  Percy  Fitz- 
gerald. 


io  BOOKS  PUBLISHED  BY 

Gardening  Books : 

A  Year's  Work  in  Garden  and  Greenhouse :  Practical  Advice 
to  Amateur  Gardeners  as  to  the  Management  of  the  Flower,  Fruit,  and 
Frame  Garden.     By  George  Glenny.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Our  Kitcben  Garden :  The  Plants  we  Grow,  and  How  we 
Cook  Them.  By  Tom  Jerrold,  Author  of  "The  Garden  that  Paid  the 
Rent,"  &c.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  is.  6U. 

Household  Horticulture :  A  Gossip  about  Flowers.  By  Tom 
and  Jane  Jerrold.     Illustrated.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  zs.  6d. 

The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Rent.  By  Tom  Jerrold.  Fcap.  8vo, 
illustrated  cover,  is. ;  cloth  limp,  is.  6d. 

My  Garden  Wild,  and  What  I  Grew  there.     By    Francis 

George  Heath.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 
One  Shilling  Monthly. 

Gentleman's  Magazine  (The)  for  1883. 

"  The  New  Abelard,"  Robert  Buchanan's  New  Serial  Story,  was 
begun  in  the  January  Number  of  The  Gentleman's  Magazine. 
This  Number  contained  many  other  interesting  Articles,  the  con- 
tinuation of  Julian  Hawthorne's  Story  "Dust,"  and  a  further 
instalment  of  "  Science  Notes,"  by  W.  Mattieu  Williams. 
F.R.A.S. 

*»*  Now  ready,  the  Volume  for  July  to  December,  1882,  cloth  extra, 
price  8s.  6d.;  and  Cases  for  binding,  price  2s.  each. 

Gentleman's   Annual  (The). 

Containing  Complete  Novels  by  R.  E.  Francillon,  the  Author  of 
"  Miss  Molly,"  Fred.  Boyle,  and  F.  Abell.  Demy  8vo,  illuminated 
cover,  is.  ^ 

THE  RUSKIN  GRIMM.— Square  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  6s.  6d. ;  gilt  edges,  7s.  6d. 

German  Popular  Stories. 

Collected  by  the  Brothers  Grimm,  and  Translated  by  Edgar  Taylor. 
Edited  with  an  Introduction  by  John  Ruskin.    With  22  Illustrations 
on  Steel  by  George  Cruikshank.     Both  Series  Complete. 
"  The  illustrations  of  this  volume    .    .     .    are  of  quite  sterling  and  admirable 
art,  of  a  class  precisely  parallel  in  elevation  to  the  character  of  the  tales  which 
they  illustrate ;  and  the  original  etchings,  as  I  have  before  said  in  the  Appendix  to 
my  'Elements  of  Drawing,'  were  unrivalled  in  masterfulness  of  touch  since  Rem- 
brandt (in  some  qualities  of  delineation,  unrivalled  even  by  hint).    .     .    .    To  make 
somewhat  enlarged  copies  of  them,  looking  at  them  through  a  magnifying  glass, 
and  never  putting  two  lines  where  Cruikshank  has  put  only  one,  would  be  an  exer- 
cise in  decision  and  severe  drawing  which  would  leave  afterwards  little  to  be  learnt 
in  schools." — Extract  from  Introduction  by  John  Ruskin. 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Glenny  —  A    Year's    Work  in    Garden   and 

Greenhouse:  Practical  Advice  to  Amateur  Gardeners  as  to  the  Manage- 
ment of  the  Flower,  Fruit,  and  Frame  Garden.  By  George  Glenny. 
"  A  great  deal  of  valuable  information,  conveyed  in  very  simple  language.    The 
amateur  need  not  wish  for  a  better  guide." — Leeds  Mercury. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt  and  gilt  edges,  7s.  6d. 

Golden  Treasury  of  Thought,  The : 

An  Encyclopaedia  of  Quotations  from  Writers  of  all  Times  and 
Countries.    Selected  and  Edited  by  Theodore  Taylor. 


CHATTO   &■   WINDUS,  PICCADILLY. 


Square  i6mo  (Tauchnitz  size) 

Golden  Library,  The : 

Ballad  History  of  England.  By 

W.  C.  Bennett. 

Bayard  Taylor's  Diversions  of 

the  Echo  Club. 

Byron's  Don  Juan. 

Emerson's  Letters  and  Social 

Aims. 

Godwin's    (William)    Lives    of 

the  Necromancers. 

Holmes's     Autocrat     of     the 

,    Breakfast  Table.    With  an  Introduc- 
'    tion  by  G.  A.  Sala. 

Holmes's     Professor     at     the 

Breakfast  Table. 

Hood's   Whims   and  Oddities. 

Complete.      With    all    the    original 
Illustrations. 

Irving's  (Washington)  Tales  of 

a  Traveller. 

Irving's  (Washington)  Tales  of 
the  Alhambra. 

Jesse's    (Edward)   Scenes  and 

Occupations  of  Country  Life. 

Lamb's  Essays  of  Elia.  Both 
Series  Complete  in  One  Vol. 

Leigh  Hunt's  Essays  :  A  Tale 
for  a  Chimney  Corner,  and  other 
Pieces.  With  Portrait,  and  Introduc- 
tion by  Edmund  Ollier. 


cloth  extra,  2s.  per  volume. 

Mallory's  (Sir  Thomas)  Mort 
d'Arthur  :  The  Stories  of  King  Arthur 
and  of  the  Knights  of  the  Round 
Table.  Edited  by  B.  Montgomerie 
Ranking. 

Pascal's  Provincial  Letters.    A 

New  Translation,  with  Historical  In- 
troduction and  Notes,  by  T.  M'Crie, 
D.D. 

Pope's  Poetical  Works.  Com- 
plete. 

Rochefoucauld's    Maxims  and 

Moral  Reflections.  With  Notes,  and 
an  Introductory  Essay  by  Sainte-. 
Beuve. 

St.  Pierre's  Paul  and  Virginia, 

and  The  Indian  Cottage.  Edited, 
with  Life,  by  the  Rev.  E.  Clarke. 

Shelley's    Early    Poems,     and 

Queen  Mab,  with  Essay  by  Leigh 
Hunt. 

Shelley's  Later  Poems :    Laon 

and  Cythna,  &c. 

Shelley's  Posthumous   Poems, 

the  Shelley  Papers,  &c. 

Shelley's  Prose  Works,  includ- 
ing A  Refutation  of  Deism,  Zastrozzi, 
St.  Irvyne,  &c. 

White's  Natural  History  of  Sel- 

borne.  Edited,  with  Additions,  by 
Thomas  Brown,  F.L.S. 


New  and  Cheaper  Edition,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  7s.  6d. 

Greeks  and  Romans,  The  Life  of  the, 

Described   from  Antique   Monuments.      By  Ernst  Guhl  and  W. 
Koner.     Translated  from  the  Third  German  Edition,  and  Edited  by 
Dr.  F.  Hueffer.     With  545  Illustrations. 
"  Must  find  a  place,  not  only  upon  the  scholar's  shelves,  but  in  every  well-chosen 
library  of  art." — Daily  News. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with  Illustrations,  4s.  6d. 

Guyot.—  The  Earth  and  Man; 

or,  Physical  Geography  in  its  relation  to  the  History  of  Mankind. 
By  Arnold  Guyot.  With  Additions  by  Professors  Agassiz,  Pierce, 
and  Gray  ;  12  Maps  and  Engravings  on  Steel,  some  Coloured,  and 
copious  Index. 

Crown  8vo,  is. ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 

Hair  (The)  :  Its  Treatment  in  Health,  Weak- 

ness,  and  Disease.     Translated  from  the  German  of  Dr.  J.  PlNCUS. 

Hake  (Dr.  Thomas  Gordon),  Poems  by : 

Maiden  Ecstasy.     Small  4to,  cloth  extra,  8s. 
New  Symbols,     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
Legends  of  the  Morrow. 
The  Serpent  Play.    '"— • 


_ _  ..      Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
Crovrn  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
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Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  12s. 

Half-Hours  with  Foreign  Novelists. 

With  Notices  of  their   Lives  and  Writings.     By  HELEN  and  ALICE 

Zimmern.     A  New  Edition. 

. s ■ 

Medium  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with  Illustrations,  7s.  td. 

Hall. — Sketches  of  Irish  Character.    By  Mrs. 

S.  C.  Hall.      With  numerous  Illustrations  on  Steel  and  Wood  by 
Maclise,  Gilbert,  Harvey,  and  G.  Cruikshank. 
"The  Irish   Sketches  of  this  lady  resemble    Miss   Mit/ord's   beautiful   English 

sketches  in  '  Our  Village,'   but   they  are  far  more  vigorous  and  picturesque  and 

bright." — Blackwood's  Magazine. 

Haweis  (Mrs.),  Works  by : 

The  Art  of  Dress.     By  Mrs.  H.  R.  Haweis.     Illustrated  by  the 

Author.    Small  8vo,  illustrated  cover,  is. ;  cloth  limp,  is.  6d. 
"  A  well-considered  attempt  to  apply    canons  of  good   taste  to  the  costumes 

of  ladies   of   our  time Mrs.     Haweis   writes  frankly    and    to    the 

point ;  she  does  not  mince  matters,  but    boldly  remonstrates  with  her  own  sex 
on  the  follies  they  indulge  in.         .    .  We  may  recommend  the  book  to  the 

ladies  whom  it  concerns." — Athenaeum. 

The  Art  of  Beauty.  By  Mrs.  H.  R.  Haweis.  Square  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  gilt,  gilt  edges,  with  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  nearly  100 
Illustrations,  10s.  6d. 

The  Art  of  Decoration.  By  Mrs.  H.  R.  Haweis.  Square  8vo, 
handsomely  bound  and  profusely  Illustrated,  10s.  6d. 

%*  See  also  Chaucer,  p.  6  of  this  Catalogue. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Haweis  (Rev.  H.  R.). — American  Humorists. 

Including  Washington  Irving,  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes, 
James  Russell  Lowell,  Artemus  Ward,  Mark  Twain,  and 
Bret  Harte.     By  the  Rev.  H.  R.  Haweis,  M.A. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5*. 

Heath  (F.  G.)— My  Garden  Wild, 

And  What  I  Grew  there.  By  Francis  George  Heath,  Author  of 
"The  Fern  World,"  &c. 
"  //  gardens  of  wild  flowers  do  not  begin  at  once  to  spring  up  over  half  the  little 
patches  of  back  yard  within  fifty  miles  of  London  it  will  not  be  Mr.  Heath's  fault, 
for  a  more  exquisite  picture  of  the  felicity  of  horticulture  has  seldom  been  drawn  for 
us  by  so  charming  and  graphic  a  word-painter  as  the  writer  of  this  pleasant  little 
volume." — Gkant  Ai.len,  in  The  Academy. 

SPECIMENS   OF   MODERN   POETS.— Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Heptalogia  (The) ;  or,  The  Seven  against  Sense. 

A  Cap  with  Seven  Bells. 
"  The  merits  of  the  book  cannot   be  fairly  estimated  by  means  of  a  few  extracts; 
should   be  read  at  length  to  be  appreciated   properly,  and   in   our  opinion  its 
merits  entitle  it  to  be  very  widely  read  indeed." — St.  James's  Gazette. 


Cr.Svo,  bound  in  parchment,  8s.  ;  Large-Paper  copies  (only  50  printed),  15s. 

Herbert. — The  Poems  of  Lord    Herbert  of 

Cherbury.     Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by  J.  Churton  Collins. 
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Crown  8vo,  cloth  limp,  with  Illustrations,  2S.  6d. 

Holmes. — The  Science  of  Voice  Production 

and  Voice  Preservation  :  A  Popular  Manual  for  the  Use  of  Speakers 
and  Singers.     By  GORDON  Holmes,  M.D. 
"  The  advice  the  author  gives,  coming  as  it  does  from  one  having  authority,  is 


most  valuable."— Nature. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  7s.  6d. 

Hood's  (Thomas)  Choice  Works, 

In  Prose  and  Verse.  Including  the  Cream  of  the  Comic  Annuals. 
With  Life  of  the  Author,  Portrait,  and  Two  Hundred  Illustrations. 

Square  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  6s.  '  - 

Hood's  (Tom)  From  Nowhere  to  the  North 

Pole  :  A  Noah's  Arkaaological  Narrative.  With  25  Illustrations  by 
W.  Brunton  and  E.  C.  Barnes. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  7s.  6d.  -\ 

Hook's  (Theodore)  Choice  Humorous  Works, 

including  his  Ludicrous  Adventures,  Bons-mots,  Puns  and  Hoaxes. 
With  a  new  Life  of  the  Author,  Portraits,  Facsimiles  and  Illustrations. 

Tenth  Edition,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s. 

Home. — Orion : 

An  Epic  Poem,  in  Three  Books.  By  Richard  Hengist  Horne. 
With  Photographic  Portrait  from  a  Medallion  by  Summers. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Howell.— Conflicts   of  Capital    and    Labour 

Historically  and  Economically  considered.      Being   a   History   and' 
Review  of  the  Trade  Unions  of  Great  Britain,  showing  their  Origin, 
Progress,  Constitution,  and  Objects,  in  their  Political,   Social,  Eco- 
nomical, and  Industrial  Aspects.     By  George  Howell. 
"  This  book  is  an  attempt,  and  on  the  whole  a  successful  attempt,  to  place  the 
■work  of  trade  unions  in  the  past,  and  their  objects  in  the  future,  fairly  before  the 
public  from  the  working  man's  point  of  view.1' — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  12s.  6d. 

Hueffer. — The  Troubadours  : 

A  History  of  Provengal  Life  and  Literature  in  the  Middle  Ages.  By 
Francis  Hueffer.  j 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Ireland  under  the  Land  Act : 

Letters  to  the  Standard  during  the  Crisis.  Containing  the  most 
recent  Information  about  the  State  of  the  Country,  the  Popular 
Leaders,  the  League,  the  Working  of  the  Sub-Commissions,  &c. 
With  Leading  Cases  under  the  Act,  giving  the  Evidence  in  full ; 
Judicial  Dicta,  &c.     By  E.  Cant-Wall. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Janvier.— Practical  Keramics  for  Students. 

By  Catherine  A.  Janvier. 
"  Will  be  found  a  useful  handbook  by  those  who  wish  to  try  the  manufacture  or 
itcoration  of  pottery,  and  may  be  studied  by  all  who  desire  to  know  something  of 
the  art." — Morning  Post. 
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Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Jefferies. — Nature  near  London. 

By  Richard  Jefferies,  Author  of  "  The  Gamekeeper  at  Home.' 

[In  the  press. 

A  New  Edition,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Illustrated,  7s.  6d. 

Jennings. — The  Rosicrucians  : 

Their  Rites  and  Mysteries.  With  Chapters  on  the  Ancient  Fire  and 
Serpent  Worshippers.  By  Hargrave  Jennings.  With  Five  full- 
page  Plates  and  upwards  of  300  Illustrations. 

Jerrold  (Tom),  Works  by : 

The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Kent.  By  Tom  Jerrold.  Fcap.  8vo, 
illustrated  cover,  is. ;  cloth  limp,  is.  6d 

Household  Horticulture :  A  Gossip  about  Flowers.  By  Tom  and 
Jane  Jerrold.    Illustrated.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2J.  6d. 

Our  Kitchen  Garden:  The  Plants  we  Grow,  and  How  we  Cook 
Them.    By  Tom  Jerrold.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Jones  (William,  P.S.A.),  Works  by : 

Finger-King  Lore :  Historical,  Legendary,  and  Anecdotal.  With 
over  200  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Credulities,  Past  and  Present :  including  the  Sea  and  Seamen, 
Miners,  Talismans,  Word  and  Letter  Divination,  Exorcising  and 
Blessing  of  Animals,  Birds,  Eggs,  Luck,  &c.  With  an  Etched  Frontis- 
piece.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Crowns  and  Coronations  :  A  History  of  Regalia  in  all  Times  and 
Countries.  With  about  150  Illustrations,  many  full-page.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  [in  preparation. 

Two  Vols.  8vo,  with  52  Illustrations  and  Maps,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  14s. 

Josephus,  The  Complete  Works  of. 

Translated  by  Whiston.  Containing  both  "  The  Antiquities  of  the 
Jews  "  and  "  The  Wars  of  the  Jews." 

Small  8vo,  cloth,  full  gilt,  gilt  edges,  with  Illustrations,  6s. 

Kavanagh.— The  Pearl  Fountain, 

And  other  Fairy  Stories.  By  Bridget  and  Julia  Kavanagh. 
With  Thirty  Illustrations  by  J.  Moyr  Smith. 

Crown  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  with  numerous  Plates,  2s.  6d. 

Lace    (Old   Point),   and  How  to  Copy  and 

Imitate  it.  By  Daisy  Waterhouse  Hawkins.  With  17  Illustra- 
tions by  the  Author. 

Lane's  Arabian  Nights,  &c. : 

The  Thousand  an.'  One  Nights  :  Commonly  called,  in  England, 
"The  Arabian  Nights'  Entertainments."  A  New  Translation  from 
the  Arabic,  with  copious  Notes,  by  Edward  William  Lane.  Illustrated 
by  many  hundred  Engravings  on  Wood,  from  Original  Designs  by  Wm. 
Harvey.  A  New  Edition,  from  a  Copy  annotated  by  the  Translator, 
edited  by  his  Nephew,  Edward  Stanley  Poole.  With  a  Preface  by 
Stanley  Lane-Poole.    Three  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 

Arabian  Society  in  the  Middle  Ages :  Studies  from  "  The  Thou- 
sand and  One  Nights."  By  Edward  Wm.  Lane,  Author  of  "  The  Modern 
Egyptians,"  &c.  Edited  by  Stanley  Lane-Poole.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
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Lamb  (Charles) : 

Mary  and  Charles  Lamb :  Their  Poems,  Letters,  and  Remains. 
With  Reminiscences  and  Notes  by  W.  Carew  Hazlitt.     With  Han- 
cock's Portrait  of  the  Essayist,  Facsimiles  of  the  Title-pages  of  the  rare 
First  Editions  of  Lamb's  and  Coleridge's  Works,  and  numerous  Illus 
trations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  10s.  6d. 
Lamb's  Complete  Works,  in  Prose  and  Verse,  reprinted  from  the 
Original  Editions,  with  many  Pieces  hitherto  unpublished.    Edited,  with 
Notes  and  Introduction,  by  R.  H.  Shepherd.    With  Two  Portraits  and 
Facsimile  of  a  Page  of  the  "  Essay  on  Roast  Pig."    Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  ys.  6d. 
"  A  complete  edition  of  Lamb's  writings,  in  prose  and  verse,  has  long  been 
wanted,  and  is  now  supplied.    The  editor  appears  to  have  taken  great  pains  to 
bring  together  Lamb's    scattered  contributions,  and  his  collection  contains  a 
number  of  pieces  which  are  now  reproduced  for  the  first  time  since  their  original 
appearance  in  various  old  periodicals." — Saturday  Review. 

Poetry  for  Children,  and  Prince  Dorus.     By  Charles  Lamb. 

Carefully  Reprinted  from  unique  copies.     Small  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 
"  The  quaint  and  delightful  little  book,  over  the  recovery  of  which  all  the 
hearts  of  his  lovers  are  yet  warm  with  rejoicing." — A.  C.  Swinburne. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Lares  and  Penates; 

Or,  The  Background  of  Life.     By  FLORENCE  Caddy. 
"  The  whole  book  is  well  worth  reading,  for  it  is  full  of  practical  suggestions. 
We  hope  nobody  will  be  deterred  from  taking  up  a  book  which  teaches  a  good  deal 
about  sweetening  poor  lives  as  well  as  giving  grace  to  wealthy  ones." — Graphic 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  7s.  6d. 

Life  in  London ; 

or,  The  History  of  Jerry  Hawthorn  and  Corinthian  Tom.  With  the 
whole  of  Cruikshank's  Illustrations,  in  Colours,  after  the  Originals. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Lights  on  the  Way  : 

Some  Tales  within  a  Tale.  By  the  late  J  H.  ALEXANDER,  B.A. 
Edited,  with  an  Explanatory  Note,  by  H.  A.  Page,  Author  of 
"Thoreau:  A  Study." 

Longfellow : 

Longfellow's  Complete  Prose  Works.    Including  "  Outre  Mer," 

"  Hyperion,"  "  Kavanagh,"  "  The  Poets  and  Poetry  of  Europe,"  and 
"  Driftwood."  With  Portrait  and  Illustrations  by  Valentine  Bromley. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ys.  6d. 
Longfellow's  Poetical  Works.  Carefully  Reprinted  from  the 
Original  Editions.  With  numerous  fine  Illustrations  on  Steel  and  Wood. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

Lunatic  Asylum,  My  Experiences  in  a. 

By  A  Sane  Patient. 

"  The  story  is  clever  and  interesting,  sad  beyond  measure  though  the  subject 
be.  There  is  no  personal  bitterness,  and  no  violence  or  anger.  Whatever  may 
have  been  the  evidence  for  our  author's  madness  when  he  was  consigned  to  an 
asylum,  nothing  can  be  clearer  than  his  sanity  when  he  wrote  this  book;  it  is 
bright,  calm,  and  to  the  point." — Spectator. 
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Demy  8vo,  with  Fourteen  full-page  Plates,  cloth  boards,  i8». 

Lusiad  (The)  of  Camoens. 

Translated  into  English  Spenserian  Verse  by  Robert  FFRENCH  Duff. 

McCarthy  (Justin,  M.P.),  Works  by : 

History  of  Our  Own  Times,  from  the  Accession  of  Queen  Victoria 
to  the  General  Election  of  1880.  Four  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
12s.  each.— Also  a  Popular  Edition,  in  Four  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  6s.  each. 

A  Child's  History  of  Our  Own  Times.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
4s.  6d.  [In  preparation. 

History  of  the  Four  Georges.      Four  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth 

extra,  12s.  each.  [In  preparation. 

*,*  For  Mr.  McCarthy's  Novels,  see  pp.  21,  24. 

McCarthy  (Justin  H.),  Works  by : 

An  Outline  of  the  History  of  Ireland,  from  the  Earliest  Times 

to  the  Present  Day.    Crown  8vo,  is. ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 
Serapion,  and  other  Poems.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

MacDonald  (George,  LL.D.),  Works  by : 

The  Princess  and  Curdie.    With  11  Illustrations  by  James  Allen. 

Small  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 
Gutta-Percha  Willie,  the  Working  Genius.    With  9  Illustrations 

by  Arthur  Hughes.    Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

*„*  For  George  Macdonald's  Novels,  see  pp.  22,  25. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Maclise  Portrait-Gallery  (The)  of  Illustrious 

Literary  Characters  ;  with  Memoirs,  Biographical,  Critical,  Bibliogra- 
phical, and  Anecdotal,  illustrative  of  the  Literature  of  the  former 
half  of  the  Present  Century.  By  William  Bates,  B.A.  With  85 
Portraits  printed  on  an  India  Tint.  [In  the  press. 

Macquoid  (Mrs.),  Works  by : 

In  the  Ardennes.      With  50  fine  Illustrations  by  Thomas  R. 

Macquoid.    Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  10s.  6d. 
Pictures  and  Legends  from  Hormandy  and  Brittany.    With 

numerous  Illustrations  by  Thomas  R.  Macquoid.    Square  8vo,  cloth  gilt, 

10s.  6d. 
Through  Normandy.    With  90  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macquoid. 

Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Js.  6d. 

Through  Brittany.  With  numerous  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Mac- 
quoid.    Sq.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

About  Yorkshire.  With  about  70  Illustrations  by  Thomas  R. 
Macquoid,  Engraved  by  Swain.    Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  10s.  6d. 

[//>  preparation. 

Handsomely  printed  in  facsimile,  price  5s. 

Magna  Charta. 

An  exact  Facsimile  of  the  Original  Document  in  the  British  Museum, 
printed  on  fine  plate  paper,  nearly  3  feet  long  by  2  feet  wide,  with  the 
Arms  and  Seals  emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours. 
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Mallock  (W.  H.),  Works  by : 

Is  Life  Worth  Living  P    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6*. 

The  New  Republic ;   or,  Culture,   Faith,  and  Philosophy  in  an 

English  Country  House,    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  zs.  6d. 
The  New  Paul  and  Virginia ;  or,  Positivism  on  an  Island.    Post 

gvo,  cloth  limp,  ».  6d. 

Poems.     Small  4to,  bound  in  parchment,  8s. 

A  Romance  of  the  Nineteenth  Century.  Second  Edition,  with 
a  Preface.    Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  21s. 

Mark  Twain,  Works  by: 

The  Choice  Works  of  Mark  Twain.  Revised  and  Corrected 
throughout  by  the  Author.  With  Life,  Portrait,  and  numerous  Illustra- 
tions.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ys.  6d. 

The  Adventures  of  Tom  Sawyer.  With  100  Illustrations.  Small 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.    Cheap  Edition,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

An  Idle  Excursion,  and  other  Sketches.    Post  8vo,  illustrated 

boards,  zs. 

The  Prince  and  the  Pauper.     With   nearly  200   Illustrations. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
The    Innocents    Abroad;     or,    The   New    Pilgrim's    Progress: 
Being  some  Account  of  the  Steamship  "  Quaker  City's  "   Pleasure  Ex- 
cursion to  Europe  and  the  Holy  Land.    With  234  Illustrations.    Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.    Cheap  Edition,  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
The  Stolen  White  Elephant,  &c.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
Life  on  the  Mississippi.    With  about  300  Original  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  [In  preparation. 

A  Tramp  Abroad.  With  314  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  7s.  6d. 
"  The  fun  and  tenderness  of  the  conception,  of  which  no  living  man  but 
Mark  Twain  is  capable,  its  grace  and  fantasy  and  slyness,  the  wonderful 
feeling  for  animals  that  is  manifest  in  every  line,  make  of  all  this  episode  0) 
Jim  Baker  and  his  jays  a  piece  of  work  that  is  not  only  delightful  as  mere 
reading,  but  also  of  a  high  degree  of  merit  as  literature.  .  .  .  The  book  is 
full  of  good  things,  and  contains  passages  and  episodes  that  are  equal  to  the 
funniest  of  those  that  have  gone  before." — Athenaeum. 

Small  8vo,  cloth  limp,  with  Illustrations,  2s.  6d. 

Miller.— Physiology  for  the  Young; 

Or,  The  House  of  Life :  Human  Physiology,  with  its  application  to 
the  Preservation  of  Health.  For  use  in  Classes  and  Popular  Reading. 
With  numerous  Illustrations.     By  Mrs.  F.  Fenwick  Miller. 
"An  admirable  introduction  to  a  subject  which  all  who  value  health  and  enjoy 
life  should  have  at  their  fingers'  ends."— Echo. 

Milton  (J.  L.),  Works  by : 

The  Hygiene  of  the  Skin.  A  Concise  Set  of  Rules  for  the 
Management  of  the  Skin ;  with  Directions  for  Diet,  Wines,  Soaps,  Baths, 
&c.     Small  8vo,  is.    cloth  extra,  is.  6d. 

The  Bath  in  Diseases  of  the  Skin.    Small  8vo,  is. ;  cloth  extra, 

is.6d. 
The  Laws  of  Life,  and  their  Relation  to  Diseases  of  the  Skin. 

Small  8vo,  is. ;  cloth  extra,  is.  6d. 
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Post  8vo,  cloth  limp 

Mayfair  Library,  The 

A  Journey  Round  My  Room. 

By  Xavier  de  Maistre.  Trans- 
lated by  Henry  Attwell. 

Latter-Day  Lyrics.  Edited  by 
W.  Davenport  Adams. 

Quips  and  Quiddities.  Selected 
by  W.  Davenport  Adams. 

The  Agony  Column  of  "  The 
Times,"  from  1800  to  1870.  Edited, 
with  an  Introduction,by  Alice  Clay. 

Balzac's  "  Comgdie  Humaine  " 

and  its  Author.  With  Translations 
by  H.  H.  Walker. 

Melancholy     Anatomised :    A 

Popular  Abridgment  of  "Buxton's 
Anatomy  of  Melancholy." 

Gastronomy  as  a  Fine  Art.    By 

Brillat-Savarin. 
The     Speeches     of     Charles 

Dickens. 
Literary   Frivolities,    Fancies, 

Follies,  and  Frolics.  W.  T.  Dobson. 

Poetical  Ingenuities  andEccen- 

tricities.  Selected  and  Edited  by 
W.  T.  Dobson. 

The  Cupboard  Papers.  By 
Fin-Bec. 

Original  Plays  by  W.  S.  Gil- 
bert. First  Series.  Containing: 
The  Wicked  World— Pygmalion  and 
Galatea—  Charity  —The  Princess — 
The  Palace  of  Truth— Trial  by  Jury. 

Original  Plays  by  W.  S.  Gil- 
bert. Second  Series.  Containing: 
Broken  Hearts — Engaged — Sweet- 
hearts—  Gretchen — Dan'l  Druce  — 
Tom  Cobb— H. M.S.  Pinafore— The 
Sorcerer — The  Pirates  of  Penzance. 

Animals    and    their  Masters. 

By  Sir  Arthur  Helps. 

Curiosities   of  Criticism.      By 

Henry  J.  Jennings. 


2s.  6d.  per  volume. 

The  Autocrat  of  the   Bleak- 

fast-Table.  ByO.  WendellHolmes. 
Illustrated  by  J.  Gordon  Thomson. 

Pencil  and  Palette.    By  Robert 

Kempt. 

Clerical  Anecdotes.    By  Jacob 

Larwood. 

Forensic  Anecdotes;  or,  Hu- 
mour and  Curiosities  of  the  Law  and 
Men  of  Law.     By  Jacob  Larwood. 

Theatrical  Anecdotes.  By  Jacob 

Larwood. 
Carols  of  Cockayne.  By  Henry 

S.  Leigh. 
Jeux  d'Esprit.  Edited  by  ditto. 
The  True  History  of    Joshua 

Davidson.    By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 

Witch  Stories.  By  E.  L.  Linton. 
Pastimes    and    Players.       By 

Robert  Macgregor. 

The   New  Paul  and   Virginia. 

By  W.  H.  Mallock. 

The  New  Republic.    By  ditto. 
Muses  of  Mayfair,     Edited  by 
H.  Cholmondeley-Pennell. 

Thoreau :  His  Life  and  Aims 
By  H.  A.  Page. 

Puck  on  Pegasus.  "y  H. 
Cholmondeley-Pennell. 

Puniana.  By  the  Hon.  Hugh 
Rowley. 

More  Puniana.    By  ditto. 

The  Philosophy  of  Hand- 
writing. Don  Felix  de  Salamanca, 

By  Stream  and  Sea.  By  Wil- 
liam Senior. 

Old  Stories  Re-told.  By  Walter 

Thornbury. 

Leaves    from    a     Naturalist's 

Note-Book.  ByDr.ANDREwWiLSON. 


Large  410,  bound  in  buckram,  215. 

Moncrieff—  The  Abdication;  or,  Time  Tries  All. 

An  Historical  Drama.  By  W.  D.  Scott-Moncrieff.  With  Seven 
Etchings  by  John  Pettie,  R.A.,  W.  Q.  Orchardson,  R.A.,  J.  Mac 
Whirter,  A.R.A.,  Colin  Hunter,  R.  Macbeth  and  Tom  Graham. 

Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  numerous  Illustrations,  75.6^. 

North  Italian  Folk. 

By  Mrs.  Comyns  Carr.    Illustrated  by  Randolph  Caldecott. 
"A  delightful  book,  of  a  kind  which  is  far  too  rare.    If  anyone  wants  to  really 
know  the  North  Italian  folk,  we  can  honestly  advise  him  to  omit  the  journey,  and 
read  Mrs.  Cart's  pages  instead.    .    .    Description  with  Mrs.  Carr  is  a  real  gift.    . 
It  is  rarely  that  a  book  is  so  happily  illustrated."— Contemporary  Review. 
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New  Novels: 

WANDA.     By  Ouida.     3  vols:,  crown  8vo.  [Shortly. 

PORT  SALVATION;  or, The  Evangelist.  ByALPHONSE  Daudet. 

Translated  by  C.  Harry  Meltzek.    2  vols.,  post  8vo,  125.  [Shortly. 

THE  HANDS  OF  JUSTICE.  By  F.  W.  Robinson.  3  vols. 
WOMEN  ARE  STRANGE,  &c.    By  F.  W.  Robinson.    3  vols. 
THE   CAPTAINS'   ROOM,  &c.    By  Walter  Besant,  Author 

of  "  All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men,"  &c.    3  vols. 
OF  HIGH  DEGREE.    By  Charles  Gibbon,  Author  of  "  Robin 

Gray,"  "  The  Golden  Shaft,"  &c.    3  vols. 
THE   GOLDEN   SHAFT.     By  Charles  Gibbon.    3  vols. 
SELF-CONDEMNED.     By  Mrs.  Alfred  Hunt.     3  vols. 
KIT  :  A  Memory.     By  JAMES  PAYN.     3  vols. 
VAL  STRANGE.     By  D.  Christie  Murray.    3  vols. 
HEARTS.     By  David  Christie  Murray.    3  vols.  [May 

REGIMENTAL  LEGENDS.     By  J.  S.  Winter.    3  vols. 
GIDEON  FLEYCE.    By  Henry  W.  Lucy.    3  vols. 
DUST:  A  Story.     By  Julian  Hawthorne,  Author  of  "Garth," 

"  Sebastian  Strome,"  &c.    3  vols. 
HEART   AND   SCIENCE :    A  Story  of  the  Present   Day.     By 

Wilkie  Collins.    3  vols.  [.Vav. 

A  NEW  COLLECTION  of  STORIES  by  CHARLES  RE  ADE 

is  now  in  preparation,  in  3  vols. 
KEPT  IN  THE  DARK.     By  Anthony  Trollope.    2  vols.,  12s. 
MR.  SCARBOROUGH'S  FAMILY.    By  Anthony  Trollope. 

3  vols.  [April. 

ANNAN  WATER.   By  Robert  Buchanan.  3  vols.  [May. 

BEHIND    A    BRASS    KNOCKER:    Some  Grim  Realities  in 

Picture  and  Prose.     By  Fred.  Barnard  and  C.  H.  Ross.    Demy  8vo, 

cloth  extra,  with  30  full-page  Drawings,  10s.  6d. 

Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Illustrated,  5s. 

Number  Nip  (Stories  about), 

The  Spirit  of  the  Giant  Mountains.     Retold  for  Children  by  Walter 
Grahame.     With  Illustrations  by  J.  Moyr  Smith. 

O'Shaughnessy  (Arthur),  Works  by : 

Songs  of  a  Worker.     Fcap.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
Music  and  Moonlight.    Fcap.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ys.  6d. 
Lays  of  France.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  105.  6d. 

Crown  8vo,  red  cloth  extra,  5s.  each. 

Ouida's  Novels. — Library  Edition. 


Held  in  Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Idalia. 

Cecil  Castlemaine's  Gage. 

Tricotrin. 

Puck. 

Folle  Farine. 

A  Dog  of  Flanders. 


Pascarel. 

Two  Little  Wooden  Shoes. 

Signa. 

In  a  Winter  City. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 

Moths. 

Pipistrello. 

A  Village  Commune. 

In  Maremma. 


•„*  Also  a  Cheap  Edition  of  all  but  the  last,  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2S.  each. 
BIMBI :  Stories  for  Children.     By  Ouida.     Square  8vo,  cloth  gilt, 

cinnamon  edges,  7s.  6d. 
WISDOM,  POETRY,  AND  PATHOS,  Selected  from  the  Works 

of  Ouida.    By  F.  S.  Morris.    Small  cr.  8vo ,  cl.  extra,  5s.    [In  the  presi 


so  BOOKS  PUBLISHED  BY 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Vignette  Portraits,  price  6s.  per  Vol 

Old  Dramatists,  The : 

Ben  Jonson's  Works. 

With  Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory, 
and  a  Biographical  Memoir  by  Wil- 
liam Gifford.  Edited  by  Colonel 
Cunningham.    Three  Vols. 

Chapman's  Works. 

Complete  in  Three  Vols.  Vol.  I.  con- 
tains the  Plays  complete,  including 
the  doubtful  ones;  Vol.  II.  the 
Poems  and  Minor  Translations,  with 
an  Introductory  Essay  by  Algernon 


Charles  Swinburne  ;  Vol.  III.  the 
Translations  of  the  Iliad  and 
Odyssey. 

Marlowe's  Works. 

Including  his  Translations.  Edited, 
with  Notes  and  Introduction,  ty  Col. 
Cunningham.  Oue  Vol. 
Mf,sstnger'a  Plays. 
From  the  Text  of  William  Gifford. 
Edited  by  Col.  Cunningham.  One 
Vol. 


Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  is.  6d. 

Parliamentary  Procedure,  A  Popular  Hand- 

book  of.     By  Henry  W.  Lucy. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s 

Payn.— Some  Private  Views : 

Being  Essays  contributed  to  The  Nineteenth  Century  and  to  Tht 
Times.     By  James  Payn,  Author  of  "  Lost  Sir  Massingberd,"  &c. 

*,*  For  Mr.  Payn's  Novels,  see  pp.  22,  24,  25. 

Two  Vols.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Portraits,  10s.  6d. 

Plutarch's  Lives  of  Illustrious  Men. 

Translated  from  the  Greek,  with  Notes  Critical  and  Historical,  and  a 
Life  of  Plutarch,  by  John  and  William  Langhorne. 

Proctor  (Eichard  A.),  Works  by : 

Flowers  of  the   Sky.    With  55  Illustrations.    Small  crown  8vo, 

cloth  extra,  4s.  6<2. 
Easy  Star  Lessons.    With  Star  Maps  for  Every  Night  in  the  Year, 

Drawings  of  the  Constellations,  &c.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Familiar  Science  Studies.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
Myths  and  Marvels  of  Astronomy.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6& 
Pleasant  Ways  in  Science.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
Bough  Ways  made  Smooth :   A  Series  of  Familiar  Essays  on 

Scientific  Subjects.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
Our  Place  among  Infinities :  A  Series  of  Essays  contrasting  our 

Little  Abode  in  Space  and  Time  with  the  Infinities  Around  us.    Crown 

8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
The  Expanse  of  Heaven :  A  Series  of  Essays  on  the  Wonders 

of  the  Firmament.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
Saturn  and  its  System.    New  and  Revised  Edition,  with  13  Steel 

Plates.    Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  10s.  6d. 
The  Great  Pyramid:  Observatory,  Tomb,  and  Temple,    Withlllus- 

trations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Mysteries  of  Time  and  Space.    With  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo, 

cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
Wages  and  Wants  of  Science  Workers.    Crovn  8vo,  is.  6d. 

"  Mr.  Proctor,  of  all  writers  0;  our  time,  best  conforms  to  Matthew  A  mold 's  con- 
ception of  a  man  of  culture,  in  that  he  strives  to  humanise  knowledge  and  divest  it 
of  whatever  is  harsh,  crude,  or  technical,  and  so  makes  it  a  source  of  happiness  and 
brightness  for  all."— Westminster  Review. 
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Library  Editions,  many  Illustrated,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 

Piccadilly  Novels,  The. 

Popular  stories  tg  tf&e  3SaSt  aufljord. 

BY  MRS.  ALEXANDER. 

Maid,  Wife,  or  Widow  ? 

BY  W.  BESANT  &  JAMES  RICE, 


Ready-Money  Mortiboy. 
My  Little  Girl. 
The  Case  of  Mr.  Lueraft. 
This  Son  of  Vulcan. 
With  Harp  and  Crown. 
The  Golden  Butterfly. 
By  Celia's  Arbour. 
The  Monks  of  Thelema. 
'Twas  in  Trafalgar's  Bay. 
The  Seamy  Side. 
The  Ten  Years'  Tenant. 
The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

BY  ROBERT  BUCHANAN. 

A  Child  of  Nature. 
God  and  the  Man. 

BY  MRS.  H.  LOVETT  CAMERON. 
Deceivers  Ever. 
Juliet's  Guardian. 

BY  WILKIE  COLLINS. 

Antonina.  |    Basil. 

Hide  and  Seek. 
The  Dead  Secret. 
Queen  of  Hearts. 
My  Miscellanies. 
The  Woman  in  White. 
The  Moonst6ne. 
Man  and  Wife. 
Poor  Miss  Finch. 
Miss  or  Mrs  ? 
The  New  Magdalen. 
The  Frozen  Deep. 
The  Law  and  the  Lady, 
The  Two  Destinies. 
The  Haunted  Hotel. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel's  Daughter. 
The  Black  Robe. 

BY  M.  BETHAM-EDWARDS. 

Felicia. 

BY  MRS.  ANNIE  EDWARDES. 

Archie  Lovell. 

BY  R.  E.  FRANCILLON. 

Olympia.       |  Queen  Cophetua. 

BY  EDWARD  GARRETT. 

The  Capel  Girls. 


BY  CHARLES  GIBBON. 
Robin  Gray. 
For  Lack  of  Gold. 
In  Love  and  War. 
What  will  the  World  Say  f 
For  the  King. 
In  Honour  Bound. 
Queen  of  the  Meadow. 
In  Pastures  Green. 
The  Flower  of  the  Forest. 
A  Heart's  Problem. 

BY  THOMAS  HARDY. 

Under  the  Greenwood  Tree, 

BY  JULIAN  HAWTHORNE. 
Garth. 

Ellice  Quentin. 
Sebastian  Strome. 

BY  MRS  ALFRED  HUNT. 

Thornicroft's  Model. 
The  Leaden  Casket. 

BY  JEAN  INGELOW. 

Fated  to  be  Free. 

BY  HENRY  JAMES,  Jun. 

Confidence. 

BY  HARRIETT  JAY. 

The  Queen  of  Connaught. 
The  Dark  Colleen. 

BY  HENRY  KINGSLEY. 

Number  Seventeen. 
Oakshott  Castle. 

BY  E.  LYNN  LINTON. 

Patricia  Kemball. 
Atonement  of  Learn  Dundaa, 
The  World  Well  Lost. 
Under  which  Lord  ? 
With  a  Silken  Thread. 
The  Rebel  of  the  Family. 
"  My  Love  ! " 

by  justin  McCarthy,  m.p. 
The  Waterdale  Neighbours, 
My  Enemy's  Daughter. 
Linley  Rochford. 
A  Fair  Saxon. 
Dear  Lady  Disdain. 
Miss  Misanthrope. 
Donna  Quixote. 
The  Comet  of  a  Season. 
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Piccadilly  Novels — continued. 

BY  KATHARINE   S.  MACQUOID. 

Lost  Rose.         I  The  Evil  Eye. 

BY  FLORENCE  MARRYAT. 
Open !  Sesame  ! 
"Written  in  Fire. 

BY  JEAN  MIDDLEMASS. 
Touch  and  Go. 

BY  D.  CHRISTIE  MURRAY. 
A  Life's  Atonement. 
Joseph's  Coat. 

BY  MRS.  OLIPHANT. 
Whiteladies. 

BY  JAMES  PAYN. 
Lost  Sir  Massingberd. 
The  Best  of  Husbands. 
Fallen  Fortunes.  |     Halves. 
Walter's  "Word 
"What  He  Cost  Her. 
Less  Black  than  "We're  Painted. 
By  Proxy.       I  Under  One  Roof. 
High  Spirits.  |  Carlyon's  Year. 
A.  Confidential  Agent. 
Prom  Exile. 

BY  CHARLES  READE,  D.C.L. 

It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend. 

Hard  Cash.     |  Peg  "Woffington. 

Christie  Johnstone. 

Griffith  Gaunt. 

The  Double  Marriage. 

Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long. 


By  Charles  Reade — continued. 
Foul  Play.       |     A  Simpleton. 
The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 
The  Course  of  True  Love. 
The  Autobiography  of  a  Thief. 
Put  Yourself  in  His  Place. 
A  Terrible  Temptation. 
The  Wandering  Heir. 
A  Woman-Hater.  |  Readiana. 

BY  MRS.  J.  H.  RID  DELL. 

Her  Mother's  Darling. 

BY  JOHN  SAUNDERS. 

Bound  to  the  Wheel. 
Guy  Waterman. 
One  Against  the  World. 
The  Lion  in  the  Path. 
The  Two  Dreamers. 

BY  BERTHA   THOMAS. 

Proud  Maisie.    |   Cressida. 
The  Violin-Player. 

BY  ANTHONY  TROLLOPE. 

The  Way  we  Live  Now. 
The  American  Senator. 

BY  T.  A.  TROLLOPE. 

Diamond  Cut  Diamond. 

BY  SARAH  TYTLER. 

What  She  Came  Through. 
The  Bride's  Pass. 

BY  J.  S.  WINTER. 
Cavalry  Life. 


NEW  VOLUMES  OF  THE  PICCADILLY  NOVELS  IN  THE  PRESS. 


All   Sorts   and   Conditions   of 

Men.    By  Walter  Besant.    Illus- 
trated by  Fred.  Barnard. 

The  Shadow  of  the  Sword.   By 

Robert  Buchanan. 
The  Martyrdom  of  Madeline. 
By  Robert  Buchanan. 

Love  Me  for  Ever.    By  Robert 

Bvchanan.     Front,  by  P.  Macnab. 

Sweet  Anne    Page.     By  Mor- 
timer Collins. 
Transmigration.  By  M.  Collins. 
Blacksmith  and  Scholar.      By 

Mortimer  and  Frances  Collins. 

From  Midnight  to  Midnight.  By 
Mortimer  Collins. 

The  Village  Comedy.  By  Mor- 
timer and  Frances  Collins. 

You  Play  me  False.  By  Morti- 
mer and  Frances  Collins. 

Paul  Foster's  Daughter.  By 
Dutton  Cook. 

Hearts  of  Gold.  By  Wm.  Cyples. 

Dolores.   By  James  L.  Derwent. 

One  by  One.   R.  E.  Francillon. 


The   Braes   of    Yarrow.       By 

Charles  Gibbon. 

Prince  Saroni's  Wife.  By  Julian 

Hawthorne. 
Ivan  de  Biron.   By  Sir  A.  Helps. 
Paul  Faber,  Surgeon.    By  Geo. 

MacDonald,  LL.D.  With  a  Frontis- 
piece by  J.  E.  Millais,  R.A. 

Thomas  Wingfold,  Curate.  By 
George  MacDonald,  LL.D.  With 
a  Frontispiece  by  C.  J.  Staniland. 

Coals  of  Fire.  By  D.  Christie 
Murray.  Illust.by  Arthur  Hopkins, 
G.  L.  Seymour,  and  D.  T.  White. 

A  Grape   from  a  Thorn.     By 

James  Payn.     Illust.  by  W.  Small. 
For  Cash  Only.  By  James  Payn. 
Valentina.    By  E.  C.  Price. 
The  Prince  of  Wales's  Garden- 

Party.    By  Mrs.  J.  H.  Riddell. 
The  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke. 
By  T.  W.  Speight. 

Frau  Frohmann.    By  Anthony 

Trollope. 

Marion  Fay.    By  A.  Trollope. 
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Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 


Popular  Novels,  Cheap  Editions  of. 


[Wilkie  Collins's  Novels  and  Besant  and  Rice's  Novels  may  also  bo  had 
in  cloth  limp  at  is.  6d.  See,  too,  the  Piccadilly  Novels,  for  Library  Editions.] 

BY  EDMOND  ABOUT,  By  Wilkie  Collins— cont. 

The  Two  Destinies. 
The  Haunted  Hotel. 
Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel's  Daughter. 

BY  VUTTON  COOK. 
Leo. 

BY  MRS.  fiNNIE  ED  WARDER 

A  Point  of  Honour. 
Archie  Lovell. 


The  Fellah. 

BY  HAMILTON  AIDE, 
Confidences. 
Carr  of  Carrlyon. 

BY  MRS.  ALEXANDER. 

Maid,  Wife,  or  Widow  P 

BY  W.  BESANT  &  JAMES  RICE 

Ready-Money  Mortiboy. 

With  Harp  and  Crown. 

This  Son  of  Vulcan. 

My  Little  Girl. 

The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft. 

The  Golden  Butterfly. 

By  Celia's  Arbour. 

The  Monks  of  Thelema. 

'Twas  in  Trafalgar's  Bay. 

The  Seamy  Side. 

The  Ten  Years'  Tenant. 

BY  SHELSLEY  BEAUCHAMP. 

Grantley  Grange 

BY  FREDERICK  BOYLE. 

Camp  Notes.     |     Savage  Life, 

BY  BRET  HARTE. 

An  Heiress  of  Red  Dog. 
The  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp. 
Gabriel  Conroy.  |    Flip. 

BY  MRS.  BURNETT. 
Surly  Tim. 

BY  MRS.  H.  LOVETT  CAMERON, 
Deceivers  Ever. 
Juliet's  Guardian. 

BY  MACLAREN  COBBAN, 

The  Cure  of  Souls. 

BY  C.  ALLSTON  COLLINS. 

The  Bar  Sinister. 

BY  WILKIE  COLLINS. 
Antonina.  |     Basil. 

Hide  and  Seek. 
The  Dead  Secret. 
The  Queen  of  Hearts. 
My  Miscellanies. 
The  Woman  in  White, 
The  Moonstone. 
Man  and  Wife. 
Poor  Miss  Finch. 
Miss  or  Mrs.  P 
The  New  Magdalen. 
The  Frozen  Deep. 
The  Law  and  the  Lady, 


BY  M.  BETHAM-EDWARDS. 

Felicia. 

BY  EDWARD  EGGLESTON. 
Roxy. 

BY  PERCY  FITZGERALD. 

Polly.  I     Bella  Donna. 

Never  Forgotten. 
The  Second  Mrs.  Tillotson. 
Seventy-five  Brooke  Street. 

BY  ALBANY  DE  FONBLANQUB 

Filthy  Lucre. 

BY  R.  E.  FRANCILLON. 

Olympia.     |    Queen  Cophetua. 

BY  EDWARD  GARRETT. 

The  Capel  Girls. 

BY  CHARLES  GIBBON. 

Robin  Gray. 

For  Lack  of  Gold. 

What  will  the  World  SayP 

In  Honour  Bound. 

The  Dead  Heirt. 

In  Love  and  War. 

For  the  King. 

Queen  of  the  Meadow. 

In  Pastures  Green. 

BY  JAMES  GREENWOOD. 

Dick  Temple. 

BY  ANDREW  HALLWAY. 

E very-day  Papers. 

BY  LADY  DUFFUS  HARDY. 

Paul  Wynter's  Sacrifice. 

BY  THOMAS  HARDY. 

Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

BY  JULIAN  HAWTHORNE. 

Garth.  |     Ellice  Quentin, 

BY  TOM  HOOD. 

A  Golden  Heart. 

BY  VICTOR  HUGO. 

The  Hunchback  of  Notre  Dame. 
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Popular  Novels — continued, 
BY  MRS.  ALFRED  HUNT. 
Thornicroft's  Model. 

BY  JEAN  INGELOW. 

Fated  to  be  Free. 

BY  HENRY  JAMES,  Jun, 
Confidence. 

BY  HARRIETT  JAY. 

The  Queen  of  Connaugbt, 
The  Dark  Colleen. 

BV  HENRY  KINGSLET4 

Number  Seventeen. 
Oakshott  Castle. 

BY  E.  LYNN  LINTON. 

Patricia  Kemball. 
Atonement  of  Learn  Dundas. 
The  World  Well  Lost. 
Under  which  Lord? 
With  a  Silken  Thread. 

i    sy  justin  McCarthy,  m.p. 
The  Waterdale  Neighbours. 
Dear  Lady  Disdain. 
My  Enemy's  Daughter,  ; 

A  Fair  Saxon.  "1 

Linley  Rochford. 
Miss  Misanthrope. 
Donna  Quixote. 

BY  AGNES  MACDONELL. 

Quaker  Cousins. 

BY  KATHARINE  S.  MACQUOID. 

The  Evil  Eye.   |    Lost  Rose. 

BY  FLORENCE  MARRY  AT. 
Open !  Sesame ! 
A  Harvest  of  Wild  Oats. 
A  Little  Stepson. 
Fighting  the  Air. 
Written  in  Fire. 

BY  JEAN  MIDDLEMASS. 

Touch  and  Go. 
Mr.  DoriUion. 

By  D.  CHRISTIE  MURRAY. 

A  Life's  Atonement. 

By  MRS.  OLIPHANT. 

Whiteladies. 

BY  OUIDA. 

Held  In  Bondage. 

Strathmore.     I  Chandos. 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Idalia. 

Cecil  Castlemaine's  Gage. 

Tricotrin 

Puck.  I      Folle  Farine.  I 


By  Ocida— tout. 
A  Dog  of  Flanders. 
Pel  s  c  slx*61 

Two  Little  Wooden  Shoes. 
Signa. 

In  a  Winter  City. 
Ariadne.  I   Friendship. 

Moths.  I   Pipistrello. 

A  Village  Commune. 

BY  JAMES  PAYN. 

Lost  Sir  Massingberd, 

A  Perfect  Treasure. 

Bentinck's  Tutor. 

Murphy's  Master. 

A  County  Family. 

At  Her  Mercy. 

A  Woman's  Vengeance. 

Cecil's  Tryst. 

The  Clyffards  of  Clyffe. 

The  Family  Scapegrace. 

The  Foster  Brothers. 

Found  Dead. 

Gwendoline's  Harvest. 

Humorous  Stories. 

Like  Father,  Like  Son, 

A  Marine  Residence. 

Married  Beneath  Him. 

Mirk  Abbey. 

Not  Wooed,  but  Won. 

Two  Hundred  Pounds  Reward. 

The  Best  of  Husbands. 

Walter's  Word.  |    Halves. 

Fallen  Fortunes. 

What  He  Cost  Her. 

Less  Black  than  we're  Painted. 

By  Proxy. 

Under  One  Roof. 

High  Spirits. 

A  Confidential  Agent. 

Carlyon's  Year. 

BY  EDGAR  A.  POE. 

The  Mystery  of  Marie  Roget. 

BY  CHARLES  READE,  D.C.L. 

It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend. 

Hard  Cash. 

Peg  Wofflngton. 

Christie  Johnstone. 

Griffith  Gaunt. 

The  Double  Marriage. 

Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long. 

Foul  Play. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 

The  Course  of  True  Love. 

The  Autobiography  of  a  Thief. 

Put  Yourself  in  his  Place. 
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Popular  Novels — continued. 

BY  MRS.  J.  H.  RIDDELL. 

Her  Mother's  Darling. 

BY  GEORGE  AUGUSTUS  SALA. 

Gaslight  and  Daylight. 

BY  JOHN  SA  UNDERS. 

Bound  to  the  Wheel. 
Guy  "Waterman. 
One  Against  the  World. 
The  Lion  in  the  Path. 

BY  ARTHUR  SKETCHLEYi 

A  Match  in  the  Dark. 

BY  WALTER  THORNBURY. 

Tales  for  the  Marines. 

BY  T.  ADOLPHUS  TROLLOPE. 

Diamond  Cut  Diamond. 


BY  ANTHONY  TROLLOPE. 
The  Way  we  Live  Now. 
The  American  Senator. 

BY  MARK  TWAIN. 

A  Pleasure  Trip  in  Europe. 

Tom  Sawyer. 

An  Idle  Excursion. 

BY  LADY  WOOD. 

Sabina. 

BY  EDMUND  YATES. 
Castaway. 
Forlorn  Hope. 
Land  at  Last. 

ANONYMOUS. 

Paul  Ferroll. 

Why  P.  Ferroll  Killed  his  Wife. 


NEW  TWO-SHILLING  NOVELS  IN  THE  PRESS. 


The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet.  By 
Besant  and  Rice. 

The  Shadow  of  the  Sword.  By 
Robert  Buchanan. 

A.  Child  of  Nature.  R.  Buchanan. 

Sweet  Anne  Page.  By  Mor- 
timer Collins. 

Transmigration.  By  M.  Collins. 

Frances.    By  M.  and  F.  Collins. 

Sweet  and  Twenty.  Ditto. 

Blacksmith  and  Scholar.  Ditto. 

From  Midnight  to  Midnight.  By 

Mortimer  Collins. 

A  Fight  with  Fortune.       Ditto. 

The  Village  Comedy.  By  Mor- 
timer and  Frances  Collins. 

You  Play  me  False.  Ditto. 

The  Black  Robe.  By  Wilkie 
Collins. 

Paul  Foster's  Daughter.      By 

Dutton  Cook. 
Dolores.   ByjAMEsL.  Derwent. 
One  by  One.  R.  E.  Francillon. 
Dr.  Austin's  Guests.  W.Gilbert. 
The  Wizard  of  the  Mountain. 

By  William  Gilbert. 

James  Duke. 


Sebastian  Strome.    By  Julian 

Hawthorne. 
Ivan  de  Biron.  By  Sir  A.  Helps. 
The  Leaden  Casket.    By  Mrs. 

Alfred  Hunt. 

The  Rebel  of  the  Family.    By 

Mrs.  Lynn  Linton. 
"  My  Love !  "    E.  Lynn  Linton. 
Paul  Faber,  Surgeon.    By  Geo. 

MacDonald,  LL.D. 
Thomas  Wingfold,  Curate.    Do 
New  Republic.  W.  H.  Mallock. 
Phoebe's    Fortunes.     By    Mrs. 

Robert  O'Reilly. 

From  Exile.     By  James  Payn. 
Some  Private  Views.    Ditto. 
Valentina.    By  E.  C.  Price. 
A  Levantine  Family.  By  Bayle 

St.  John. 
The  Two  Dreamers.  J.Saunders 
The  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke. 

By  T.  W.  Speight. 

Cressida.    By  Bertha  Thomas. 
Proud  Maisie.  Bertha  Thomas. 
The  Violin-Player.    Ditto. 
What  She  Came  Through,    By 
Sarah  Tytler. 


By  Wm.  Gilbert. 
Fcap.  8vo,  picture  covers,  is.  each. 
JeffBriggs's  Love  Story.    By  Bret  Harte. 
The  Twins  of  Table  Mountain.    By  Bret  Harte. 
Mrs.  Gainsborough's  Diamonds.    By  Julian  Hawthorne. 
Kathleen  Mavourneen.    By  the  Author  of  "  That  Lass  o'  Lowrie's." 
Lindsay's  Luck.     By  the  Author  of  "  That  Lass  o'  Lowrie's." 
Pretty  Polly  Pemberton.    By  the  Author  of  "  That  Lass  o'  Lowrie's.' 
Trooping  witn  Crows.    By  Mrs.  Pirkis. 
The  Professor's  Wife.    By  Leonard  Graham. 
A  Double  Bond.    By  Linda  Villari. 
Esther's  Glove.    By  R.  E.  Frascillon. 
The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Rent.    By  Tom  Jerrold. 


28  BOOKS  PUBLISHED  BY 

Planche  (J.  R.),  Works  by: 

The  Cyclopsedia  of  Costume ;  or,  A  Dictionary  of  Dress — Regal, 
Ecclesiastical,  Civil,  and  Military — from  the  Earliest  Period  in  England 
to  the  Reign  of  George  the  Third.  Including  Notices  of  Contemporaneous 
Fashions  on  the  Continent,  and  a  General  History  of  the  Costumes  of  the 
Principal  Countries  of  Europe.  By  J.  R.  Planche,  Somerset  Herald. 
Two  Vols,  demy  4to,  half  morocco,  profusely  Illustrated  with  Coloured 
and  Plain  Plates  and  Woodcuts,  £7  ys.  The  Volumes  may  also  be  had 
separately  (each  complete  in  itself )  at  £3  13s.  6d.  each:  Vol.1.  The 
Dictionary.    Vol.  II.  A  General  History  of  Costume  in  Europe. 

The  Pursuivant  of  Arms  ;  or,  Heraldry  Founded  upon  Facts.  By 
J.  R.  Planche.  With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  200  Illustrations.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Songs  and  Poems,  from  1819  to  1879.    By  J.  R.  Planche.    Edited, 

with  an  Introduction,  by  his  Daughter,  Mrs.  Mackarness.    Crown  8vo, 

cloth  extra,  6s. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Portrait  and  Illustrations,  7s.  6d. 

Poe's  Choice  Prose  and  Poetical  Works. 

With  Baudelaire's  Essay  on  his  Life  and  Writings. 

Small  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  130  Illustrations,  3s.  6d. 

Prince  of  Argolis,  The : 

A  Story  of  the  Old  Greek  Fairy  Time.     By  J.  Moyr  Smith. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  7s.  6d. 

Rabelais'  Works. 

Faithfully  Translated  from  the  French,  with  variorum  Notes,  and 
numerous  characteristic  Illustrations  by  Gustave  Dore. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  with  numerous  Illustrations,  and  a  beautifully 
executed  Chart  of  the  various  Spectra,  7s.  6d. 

Rambosson. — Popular  Astronomy. 

By  J.  Rambosson,  Laureate  of  the  Institute  of  France.    Translated 
by  C.  B.  Pitman.    Profusely  Illustrated. 

Entirely  New  Edition,  Revised,  crown  8vo,  1,400  pages,  cloth  extra,  ys.  6d. 

Reader's  Handbook  (The)  of  Allusions,  Re- 
ferences, Plots,  and  Stories.  By  the  Rev.  Dr.  Brewer.  Third  Edition, 
revised  throughout,  with  a  New  Appendix,  containing  a  Complete 
English  Bibliography. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Richardson.  —  A  Ministry   of  Health,  and 

other  Papers.    By  Benjamin  Ward  Richardson,  M.D.,  &c. 

Rimmer  (Alfred),  Works  by : 

Our  Old  Country  Towns.    By  Alfred  Rimmer.    With  over  5© 

Illustrations  by  the  Author.    Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  10s.  6d. 

Rambles  Round  Eton  and  Harrow.    By  Alfred  Rimmer.  With 

50  Illustrations  by  the  Author.     Square  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  10s.  6d. 
About  England  with  Dickens.     With  Illustrations  by  Alfred 
Rimmer  and  C.  A.  Vanderhoof.  Sq.  8vo,  cl.  gilt,  ios.  6d.         

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Robinson.— The  Poets'  Birds. 

By  Phil.  Robinson,  Author  of  "  Noah's  Ark,"  &c. 
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Handsomely  printed,  price  $s. 

Roll  of  Battle  Abbey,  The ; 

or,  A  List  of  the  Principal  Warriors  who  came  over  from  Normandy 
with  William  the  Conqueror,  and  Settled  in  this  Country,  A.D.  1066-7. 
With  the  principal  Arms  emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  profusely  Illustrated,  45.  6d.  each. 

"  Secret  Out  "  Series,  The  : 


The  Pyrotechnist's  Treasury; 
or,  Complete  Art  of  Making  Fire- 
works. By  Thomas  Kentish.  With 
numerous  Illustrations. 

The  Art  of  Amusing  : 

A  Collection  of  Graceful  Arts, Games, 
Tricks,  Puzzles,  and  Charades.  By 
Frank  Bellew,    300  Illustrations. 

Hanky-Panky : 

Very  Easy  Tricks,  Very  Difficult 
Tricks,  White  Magic,  Sleight  of  Hand. 
Edited  by  W.  H.  Cremer.  200  Illusts. 

The  Merry  Circle : 

A  Book  of  New  Intellectual  Games 
and  Amusements.  By  Clara  Bel- 
lew.     Many  Illustrations. 


Magician's  Own  Book : 

Performances  with  Cups  and  BaHs, 
Eggs,  Hats,  Handkerchiefs,  &c.  All 
from  actual  Experience.  Edited  by 
W.  H.  Cremer.    200  Illustrations. 

Magic  No  Mystery : 
Tricks  with  Cards,  Dice,  Balls,  &c, 
with  fully  descriptive  Directions;  the 
Art  of  Secret  Writing ;  Training  of 
Performing  Animals,  &c.  Coloured 
Frontispiece  and  many  Illustrations. 

The  Secret  Out : 
One  Thousand  Tricks  with  Cards, 
and  other  Recreations  ;  with  Enter- 
taining Experiments  in  Drawing- 
room  or  "  White  Magic."  By  W.  H. 
Cremer.    300  Engravings. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Senior. — Travel  and  Trout  in  the  Antipodes. 

An  Angler's  Sketches  in  Tasmania  and  New  Zealand.  By  William 
Senior  ("  Red-Spinner  "),  Author  of  "  By  Stream  and  Sea." 

Shakespeare : 

The  First  Folio  Shakespeare. —  Mr.  William  Shakespeare's 

Comedies,  Histories,  and  Tragedies.  Published  according  to  the  true 
Originall  Copies.  London,  Printed  by  Isaac  Iaggard  and  Ed.  Blount. 
1623. — A  Reproduction  of  the  extremely  rare  original,  in  reduced  facsimile 
by  a  photographic  process — ensuring  the  strictest  accuracy  in  every 
detail.  Small  8vo,  half-Roxburghe,  7s.  (si. 
The  Lansdowne  Shakespeare.  Beautifully  printed  in  red 
and  black,  in  small  but  very  clear  type.  With  engraved  facsimile  01 
Droeshout's  Portrait.     Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Shakespeare   for   Children:    Tales   from   Shakespeare.     By 

Charles  and  Mary  Lamb.  With  numerous  Illustrations,  coloured  and 
plain,  by  J.  Moyr  Smith.  Crown  4to,  cloth  gilt,  6s. 
The  Handbook  of  Shakespeare  Music.  Being  an  Account  of 
350  Pieces  of  Music,  set  to  Words  taken  from  the  Plays  and  Poems  of 
Shakespeare,  the  compositions  ranging  from  the  Elizabethan  Age  to  the 
Present  Time.    By  Alfred  Roefe.    4to,  half-Roxburghe,  7s. 

A  Study  of  Shakespeare.    By  Algernon  Charles  Swinburne. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  8s. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  with  10  full-page  Tinted  Illustrations,  7s.  6d. 

Sheridan's  Complete  Works, 

with  Life  and  Anecdotes.  Including  his  Dramatic  Writings,  printed 
from  the  Original  Editions,  his  Works  in  Prose  and  Poetry,  Transla- 
tions, Speeches,  Jokes,  Puns,  &c.  With  a  Collection  of  Sheridaniana. 

Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Short  Sayings  of  Great  Men. 

With  Historical  and  Explanatory  Notes.    By  Samuel  A.  Bent,  M.  A. 
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Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  100  Illustrations,  7s.  6d. 

Signboards : 

Their  History.  With  Anecdotes  of  Famous  Taverns  and  Remarkable 
Characters.    By  Jacob  Larwood  and  John  Camden  Hotten. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  6s.  6d, 

Slang  Dictionary,  The : 

Etymological.  Historical,  and  Anecdotal. 

Exquisitely  printed  in  miniature,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  2S.  6i. 

Smoker's  Text-Book,  The. 

By  J.  HAMER,  F.R.S.L. 

Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Illustrated,  14s, 

South-West,  The  New: 

Travelling  Sketches  from  Kansas,  New  Mexico,  Arizona,  and 
Northern  Mexico.  By  ERNST  VON  HesSE-Wartegg.  With  100 
fine  Illustrations  and  3  Maps.  [In  preparation. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

Spalding. — Elizabethan  Demonology: 

An  Essay  in  Illustration  of  the  Belief  in  the  Existence  of  Devils,  and 
the  Powers  possessed  by  them.     ByT.  Alfred  Spalding,  LL.B. 

Crown  4to,  with  Coloured  Illustrations,  cloth  gilt,  6s. 

Spenser  for  Children. 

By  M.  H.  Towry.    With  Illustrations  by  Walter  J.  Morgan. 
A  New  Edition,  small  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

Staunton.— Laws  and  Practice  of  Chess ; 

Together  with  an  Analysis  of  the  Openings,  and  a  Treatise  on  End 
Games.    By  Howard  Staunton.  Edited  by  Robert  B.  Wormald. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gs, 

Stedman.— Victorian  Poets : 

Critical  Essays.    By  Edmund  Clarence  Stedman. 

Stevenson  (R.  Louis),  Works  by : 

Familiar  Studies  of  Men  and  Books.    By  R.  Louis  Stevenson. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

New  Arabian  Night3.      By  R.  Louis  Stevenson.      New  and 

Cheaper  Edition.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
"  We  must  place  the  '  New  A  rabian  Nights '  very  high  indeed,  almost  hors  con- 
cours,  among  the  fiction  of  the  present  day." — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  with  numerous  Portraits  and  Illustrations,  24s. 

Strahan.— Twenty  Years   of  a   Publisher's 

Life.    By  Alexander  Strahan.  [In preparation. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  7s.  6d. 

Strutt's  Sports  and  Pastimes  of  the  People  of 

England  ;  including  the  Rural  and  Domestic  Recreations,  May 
Games,  Mummeries,  Shows,  Processions,  Pageants,  and  Pompous 
Spectacles,  from  the  Earliest  Period  to  the  Present  Time.  With  140 
Illustrations.    Edited  by  William  Honb. 
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Crown  8vo,  with  a  Map  of  Suburban  London,  cloth  extra,  71.  64. 

Suburban  Homes  (The)  of  London : 

A  Residential  Guide  to  Favourite  London  Localities,  their  Society, 
Celebrities,  and  Associations.  With  Notes  on  their  Rental,  Rates, 
and  House  Accommodation. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  7s.  64. 

Swift's  Choice  Works, 

In  Prose  and  Verse.  With  Memoir,  Portrait,  and  Facsimiles  of  the 
Maps  in  the  Original  Edition  of  "  Gulliver's  Travels." 


Swinburne's  (Algernon 

The  Queen  Mother  and  Rosa- 
mond1.   Fcap.  8vo,  5s. 

Atalanta  in  Calydon. 

A  New  Edition.    Crown  8vo,  6s. 

Chastelard. 
A  Tragedy.    Crown  8vo,  ys. 

Poems  and  Ballads. 

First  Series.     Fcap.  8vo,  9s.     Also 
in  crown  8vo,  at  same  price. 

Poems  and  Ballads. 

Second  Series.  Fcap.  8vo,  gs.    Also 
in  crown  8vo,  at  same  price. 

Notes  on  Poems  and  Reviews. 

8vo,  is. 

William  Blake : 
A  Critical  Essay.     With  Facsimile 
Paintings.    Demy  8vo,  i6j. 

Songs  before  Sunrise. 

Crown  8vo,  10*.  6d. 

Both  well : 

A  Tragedy. 


Crown  8vo,  12s.  6d. 


C.)  Works: 

George  Chapman : 

An  Essay.     Crown  8vo,  71. 

Songs  of  Two  Nations. 

Crown  8vo,  6s. 

Essays  and  Studies. 

Crown  8vo,  12s. 

Erechtheus : 

A  Tragedy.    Crown  8vo,  6s. 

Note  of  an  English  Republican 

on  the  Muscovite  Crusade.      8vo,  is, 

A  Note  on  Charlotte  Bronte. 

Crown  8vo,  6s. 

A  Study  of  Shakespeare. 

Crown  8vo,  8s. 

Songs  of  the  Springtides, 

Crown  8vo,  6s. 

Studies  in  Song. 

Crown  8vo,  7s. 

Mary  Stuart : 

A  Tragedy.    Crown  8vo,  8s. 

Tristram  of  Lyonesse,  and  other 

Poems.    Crown  8vo,  gs. 


Medium  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Illustrations,  7s.  6d. 

Syntax's  (Dr.)  Three  Tours, 

In  Search  of  the  Picturesque,  in  Search  of  Consolation,  and  in  Search 
of  a  Wife.  With  the  whole  of  Rowlandson's  droll  page  Illustra- 
tions in  Colours,  and  a  Life  of  the  Author  by  J.  C.  Hotten. 

Four  Vols,  small  8vo,  cloth  boards,  30s. 

Taine's  History  of  English  Literature. 

Translated  by  Henry  Van  Laun. 
•,*  Also  »  Popular  Edition,  in  Two  Vols,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  15s. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  profusely  Illustrated,  61. 

Tales  of  Old  Thule. 

Collected  and  Illustrated  by  J.  MOYR  SMITH. 
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One  Vol.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  64. 

Taylor's  (Tom)  Historical  Dramas: 

"  Clancarty,"  "  Jeanne  Dare,"  "  'Twixt  Axe  and  Crown,"  "  The  Fool's 

Revenge,"  "  Arkwright's  Wife,"  "  Anne  Boleyn,"  "  Plot  and  Passion." 

\*  The  Plays  may  also  be  had  separately,  at  la.  each. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  numerous  Illustrations,  7s.  6d. 

Thackerayana : 

Notes  and  Anecdotes.  Illustrated  by  a  profusion  of  Sketches  by 
William  Makepeace  Thackeray,  depicting  Humorous  Incidents 
in  his  School-life,  and  Favourite  Characters  in  the  books  of  his  every- 
day  reading.  With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  Hundreds  of  Wood 
Engravings,  facsimiled  from  Mr.  Thackeray's  Original  Drawings. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  with  Illustrations,  7s.  6d. 

Thomson's  Seasons  and  Castle  of  Indolence. 

With  a  Biographical  and  Critical  Introduction  by  Allan  Cunning- 
ham, and  over  50  fine  Illustrations  on  Steel  and  Wood, 

Thornbury  (Walter),  Works  by: 

Haunted  London.     Edited  by  Edward  Walford,  M.A.    With 

Illustrations  by  F.  W,  Fairholt,  F.S.A.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ys.  6d. 

The  Life  and  Correspondence  of  J.  M.  W.  Turner.    Founded 

upon  Letters  and  Papers  furnished  by  his  Friends  and  fellow  Academi- 
cians. With  numerous  Illustrations  in  Colours,  facsimiled  from  Turner's 
Original  Drawings.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Timbs  (John),  Works  by : 

Clubs  and  Club  Life  in  London.  With  Anecdotes  of  its  Famous 
Coffee-houses,  Hostelries,  and  Taverns.  With  numerous  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

English  Eccentrics  and  Eccentricities :  Stories  of  Wealth  and 

Fashion,  Delusions,  Impostures,  and  Fanatic  Missions,  Strange  Sights 

and  Sporting  Scenes,  Eccentric  Artists,  Theatrical  Folks,  Men  of  Letters, 

&c.    With  nearly  50  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  js.  6d. 

Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  14s. 

Torrens.—  The  Marquess  Wellesley, 

Architect  of  Empire.  An  Historic  Portrait.    Forming  Vol.  I.  Of  Pro- 
Consul  and  Tribune  :   Wellesley  and  O'Connell  :   Historio 
Portraits.    By  W.  M.  Torrens,  M.P.    In  Two  Vols. 

Large  folio,  handsomely  bound,  31$,  6d, 

Turner's  Rivers  of  England : 

Sixteen  Drawings  by  J.  M.  W.  Turner,  R.A.,  and  Three  by  Thomas 
Girtin,  Mezzotinted  by  Thomas  Lupton,  Charles  Turner,  and 
other  Engravers.  With  Descriptions  by  Mrs.  Hofland,  A  New 
Edition,  reproduced  by  Heliograph.  Edited  by  W.  Cosmo  Monk- 
house,  Author  of  "  The  Life  of  Turner  "  in  the  "  Great  Artists  " 
Series. [Shortly. 

Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Map  and  Ground-Plans,  14s. 

Walcott.—  Church  Work  and  Life  in  English 

Minsters ;  and  the  English  Student's  Monasticon,  By  the  Rev, 
Mackenzie  E.  C.  Walcott,  B.D, 
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The  Twenty-third  Annual  Edition,  for  1883,  cloth,  full  gilt,  50s. 

Walford.— The  County  Families  of  the  United 

Kingdom.  By  Edward  Walford,  M.A.  Containing  Notices  of 
the  Descent,  Birth,  Marriage,  Education,  &c,  of  more  than  12,000 
distinguished  Heads  of  Families,  their  Heirs  Apparent  or  Presump- 
tive, the  Offices  they  hold  or  have  held,  their  Town  and  Country 
Addresses,  Clubs,  &c. 

Large  crown  8vo,  cloth  antique,  with  Illustrations,  7s.  6d. 

Walton  and  Cotton's  Complete  Angler ; 

or,  The  Contemplative  Man's  Recreation ;  being  a  Discourse  of  Rivers, 
Fishponds,  Fish  and  Fishing,  written  by  Izaak  Walton  ;  and  In- 
structions how  to  Angle  for  a  Trout  or  Grayling  in  a  clear  Stream,  by 
Charles  Cotton.  With  Original  Memoirs  and  Notes  by  Sir  Harris 
Nicolas,  and  61  Copperplate  Illustrations. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  per  volmme, 

Wanderer's  Library,  The : 


Wanderings  in  Patagonia;  or, 

Life  among  the  Ostrich  Hunters.  By 
Julius  Beerbohm,    Illustrated. 
Camp  Notes:    Stories  of  Sport 
and  Adventure  in  Asia,  Africa,  and 
America.    By  Frederick  Boyle. 

Savage   Life.       By  Frederick 

BOYLE. 

Merrie  England  in  the  Olden 
Time.  By  George  Daniel.  With 
Illustrations  by  Robt.  Cruikshank. 

The  World  Behind  the  Scenes: 

By  Percy  Fitzgerald. 

Circus  Life  and  Circus  Celebri- 
ties.   By  Thomas  Frost. 

The  Lives  of  the  Conjurers. 
By  Thomas  Frost. 

The  Old  Showmen  and  the  Old 

London  Fairs.    By  Thomas  Frost. 
Low-Life  Deeps.     An   Account 
of  the  Strange  Fish  to  be  found  there. 
By  James  Greenwood. 

The  Wilds  of  London.  By 
James  Greenwood. 


Tunis  :  The  Land  and  the  People. 
By  the  Chevalier  de  Hesse-War- 
tegg.     With  22  Illustrations. 

The  Life  and  Adventures  of  a 

Cheap  Jack.  By  One  of  the  Frater- 
nity.   Edited  by  Charles  Hindley. 

Tavern  Anecdotes  and  Sayings ; 

Including  the  Origin  of  Signs,  and 
Reminiscences  connected  with 
Taverns,  Coffee  Houses,  Clubs,  &c. 
By  Charles  Hindley.  Withlllusts. 

The    Genial    Showman :    Life 

and  Adventures  of  Artemus  Ward. 
By  E.  P.  Hingston.    Frontispiece. 

The  Story  of  the  London  Parks. 

By  Jacob  Larwood.    With  Illusts. 

London  Characters.    By  Henry 

Mayhew.    Illustrated. 

Seven  Generations  of  Execu- 
tioners :  Memoirs  of  the  Sanson 
Family  (1688  to  1847).  Edited  by 
Henry  Sanson. 

Summer  Cruising  in  the  South 

Seas.  By  Charles  Warren  Stod- 
dard.   Illust.  by  Charles  Mackay. 


Carefully  printed  on  paper  to  imitate  the  Original,  22  in.  by  14  in.,  2s. 

Warrant  to  Execute  Charles  I. 

An  exact  Facsimile  of  this  important  Document,  with  the  Fifty-nine 
Signatures  of  the  Regicides,  and  corresponding  Seals. 


Beautifully  printed  on  paper  to  imitate  the  Original  MS.,  price  2s. 

Warrant  to  Execute  Mary  Queen  of  Scots. 

An  exact  Facsimile,  including  the  Signature  of  Queen  Elizabeth,  and 
a  Facsimile  of  the  Great  Seal 


52       BOOKS    PUBLISHED   BY   CHATTO   6-    W INDUS. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  limp,  with  numerous  Illustrations,  4^.  6d. 

Westropp.—  Handbook  of  Pottery  and  Porce- 
lain ;  or,  History  of  those  Arts  from  the  Earliest  Period.  By  Hodder 
M.  Westropp.     With  numerous  Illustrations,  and  a  List  of  Marks. 

Seventh  Edition.     Square  8vo,  is. 

Whistler  v.  Ruskin :  Art  and  Art  Critics. 

By  J.  A.  Macneill  Whistler. 


Williams  (Mattieu),  Works  by : 

Science  in   Short    Chapters.        By  W.  Mattieu    Williams, 

F.R.A.S.,  F.C.S.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
A  Simple   Treatise    on    Heat.     By  W.   Mattieu   Williams, 
F.R.A.S.,  F.C.S.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  limp,  with  Illustrations,  2s.  6d. 

Wilson  (Dr.  Andrew),  Works  by : 

Chapters  on  Evolution :  A  Popular  History  of  the  Darwinian  and 
Allied  Theories  of  Development.  By  Andrew  Wilson,  Ph.D.,  F.R.S.E. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  259  Illustrations,  7s.  6d. 

Leaves  from  a  Naturalist's  Note-book.    By  Andrew  Wilson, 

Ph.D.,  F.R.S.E       (A  Volume  of  "  The   Mayfalr  Library.")      Post  8vo 
cloth  limp,  2S.  6d. 

Leisure  -  Time     Studies,     chiefly    Biological.       By  Andrew 

Wilson,  Ph.D.,  F.R.S.E.     Second  Edition.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with 

Illustrations,  6s. 
"  It  is  well  when  we  can  take  up  the  work  of  a  really  qualified  investigator, 
who  in  the  intervals  of  his  more  serious  professional  labours  sets  himself  to  impart 
knowledge  in  such  a  simple  and  elementary  form  as  may  attract  and  instruct, 
with  no  danger  of  misleading  the  tyro  in  natural  science.  Such  a  work  is  this 
little  volume,  made  up  of  essays  and  addresses  written  and  delivered  by  Dr. 
Andrew  Wilson,  lecturer  and  examiner  in  Science  at  Edinburgh  and  Glasgow, 
at  leisureintervals  in  a  busy  professional  life,  .  .  .  Dr.  Wilson's  pages  teem' 
with  matter  stimulating  to  a  healthy  love  of  science  and  a  reverence  for  the 
truths  of  nature." — Saturday  Review. 
— . — , 

Small  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Illustrated,  6s. 

Wooing  (The)  of  the  Water  Witch : 

A  Northern  Oddity.  By  Evan  Daldorne.  Must,  by  J.  Moyr  Smith. 
Crown  8vo,  half-bound,  12s.  6d. 

Words,  Facts,  and  Phrases  : 

A  Dictionary  of  Curious,  Quaint,  and  Out-of-the-Way  Matters.     By 
Eliezer  Edwards. 

Wright  (Thomas),  Works  by: 

Caricature  History  of  the  Georges.  (The  House  of  Hanover.) 
With  400  Pictures,  Caricatures,  Squibs,  Broadsides,  Window  Pictures  • 
&c.    By  Thomas  Wright,  F.S.A.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  ' 

History  of  Caricature  and  of  the  Grotesque  in  Art,  Literature,' 

S*«Jpture,  and  Painting.     By  Thomas  Wright,  F.S.A.    Profusely  Illus- 
trated by  F.  W.  Fairholt,  F.S.A.    Large  post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
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